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PREFACE. 



How few people condescend to read a preface; 
and yet how perseveringly do authors continue to 
regard it as an indispensable appendage to their 
works ! On the present occasion the Editor rejoices 
that compliance with universal custom takes a more 
graceM form, since Uttle more is requisite than the 
due acknowledgment of the assistance he has re- 
ceived from many kind friends. He may be par- 
doned, however, for saying a few words respecting 
the. character of the present collection. What was 
once remarked of a somewhat similar publication, 
may, he hopes, apply with equal truth to the " Poetic 
Prism," — " We meet in every page something new 
from old favourites, and something valuable from 
new acquaintances." 

The greater number of the Selected Poems have 
not previously, it is believed, been included in other 
works of the class to which the present volume 
belongs. Many pieces of great beauty have been 
transferred to its pages by the obliging permission 
of living writers. The Original Poems — amounting 
to about a fifth part of the whole number — were, in 
the majority of instances, composed expressly for the 
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work ; the remainder being now for the first time 
published. The very names of some of the contri- 
butors will be suJKcient to attract the attention of 
the reader. 

The Editor begs to return his warmest thanks for 
original poems communicated by the Lady Emme- 
Une Stuart Wortley, Mrs Southey, Mrs Abdy, Miss 
Frances Brown, the Authoress of the "Moral of 
Flowers," the Rev. Thomas Dale, the Rev. W. H. 
Bathurst, the Rev. John A. Latrobe, author of 
the " Solace of Song,'' the Rev. C. Strong, James 
Montgomery, Esq., D. M. Moir, Esq., (Delta, of 
** Blackwood's Magazine") — who have also very 
kindly permitted him to make extracts from their 
published works. 

The same privilege has also been most freely 
accorded by Mrs Robert Browning (late Miss E. 
Barrett), Mrs Howitt, Mrs T. K. Hervey, the Bishop 
of Down and Connor, R. Monckton Milnes, Esq. 
M.P., Professor Longfellow, the Rev. R. C. Trench, 
the Rev. J. Keble, the Rev. H. F. Lyte, the Rev. H. 
Alford, William Wordsworth, Esq., T. K. Hervey, 
Esq., T. Westwood, Esq., N. P. Willis, Esq., Edmund 
Peel, Esq., Bernard Barton, Esq., Dr Huie, the 
Author of " Proverbial Philosophy," &c. 

The Editor is likewise called upon to express his 
obligations for original pieces to several friends who 
do not wish their names to appear. 

To the Editors of " Poems by the late Rev. T. E. 
Hankinson," the Editor of the "Athenaeum,*' to 
Messrs Blackwood, Edinburgh, Messrs John W. 
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Parker, and Edward Moxon, London, his grateful 
thanks are also due for the permission they afforded 
him to select comdositions of which they possess the 
copyright 

In bringing this prefatory notice to a close, the 
Editor trusts he may be permitted to express his 
sanguine expectation that the volume which he 
brings before the public will not be considered alto- 
gether unworthy of its title. Emanating from many 
minds, it is, as it were, like the rainbow tinged with 
various colours ; but by the tender and holy feeling 
which is infused into their productions, the many 
hues are blended into one harmonious whole. 
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(<9r(g(tist) 
SEA-SroE MUSINGS. 

THE AUTHORESS OP THE " MORAL OF FLOWERS.' 



** If UUas tMch, why not the roiceftil Ma ? "^MS, 
I. 

'< Stars teach as well as shine/' — so sings the bard : 

Yea, to fit audience. Nature dpth unfold 

Both cheer and counsel ; flowers which deck the sward^ 

We know have lessons for us from of old. 

And who can yonder element behold^ 

Nor feel what truths it presses on the heart 

Which lists its teachings. From the crowd Apart, 

My spirit oft with it shall converse hold 

Of life and death, eternity and time ; 

God's judgments witness in its depths sublime. 

His mercies in its sand ; till more and more 

From things terrene and base my soul is won — 

" Thoughtful to walk the silent, solemn shore 

Of that vast ocea^ it must ^ail so soon." 

1 A 
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n. 
I stood upon a rock, against whose base 
The breakers dashed with such tumultuous glee, 
I could have deemed it ire, but that the sea 
With answering smile returned the sun's glad gaze. 
But soon dark clouds bedimmed the solar blaze. 
And in his billowy strength the mighty deep 
Gave fitting answer to the gale's wild sweep ; 
Till sea and skies appeared one wildered maze, 
Each in the other lost : and as the roar 
Of wind and water in their dread afifray 
Smote on my ear, what I thought wrath before 
Seemed but the freaks of infants at their play. 
" Alaa ! " I cried, " how like this weary life. 
Whose mirth is madness ! — agony its strife !" 



in. 



Then to the beach descending mournfully, 

I sought the shelter of a Uttle cove. 

Rock-fenced — but open to the sky above. 

And by one narrow inlet to the sea : 

And marvelled I to mark how peacefully 

The charmed waves now, with scarce a louder tone 

Than that of summer brooklet, one by one 

Entered that quiet bay. It seemed to me 

A comment on those words the Saviour spake 

To all with grief o'erburdened — care oppressed — 

" Come unto me, ye heavy-laden : take 

My yoke upon you, so shall ye find rest." 

So be it. Lord ! even dear the storm will be 

Which drifts me onward till I rest in Thee! 
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The day, though late in autumn, was most bright, 

And the cahn heavings of old Ocean's breast 

Showed how near motion could resemble rest ; 

Tet grander looked he in his couchant might, 

Than when with strength only not infinite. 

Maddened with pride, he lifts his waves on high, 

As 'twere his aim to fill the vault 3d sky. 

Not less than those vast depths of central night 

Which never plummet sounded. As I gazed 

On might resistless sheathed in smiles so bland, 

Thought kindling thought, to Him my heart was raised 

" Who measureth the waters in his hand :" 

Whose power, whose wisdom, though all thought above, 

Are yet both lost in His Almightier love ! 

V. 

** And there was no more sea I" 

Rest for the weary ! what so sweet as rest ? 

Go, ask the pale mechanic at his loom ; 

Or him whose dinted helm and blood-stained plume 

Speak of hard fields ; or mariners who breast 

Ocean's wild waves ; and each one will attest 

For this sweet boon he makes his ceaseless prayer. 

But most of all, ask life's tired voyager 

What lures him to the region of the blest ; 

'Tis not its loud hosannas, crowns, or palm — 

Its light ne'er dimmed — ^its bowers by angels trod : 

No ; next to the full vision of his God, 

He yearns to feel the rapture of its calm — 

Which haply in those words may imaged be 

(Instinct with rest) — " And there was no more sea !" 
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IDOL WORSHIP. 
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None other gods but Thee — oh. Lord ! 

How blest the task appears. 
To pour the wonders of thy word 

In listening heathen ears ; 
Their cherished idols to remove. 

Their souls from clouds to free, 
And bid them worship, serve, and love 

None other gods but Thee ! 

Yet, while thy glories we reveal 

To many a pagan land, 
Do we, thy chosen people, feel 

The force of thy command ? 
Oh, do we to thy name divine 

As to a refuge flee. 
And do our inmost souls enshrine 

None other gods but Thee ? 

Oft wealth our dazzled sight betrays. 

Ambition's power beguiles, 
And pleasure to her specious ways 

Courts us with flattering smiles ; 
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Fame waves on high her laurel crown. 

We bend the votive knee : 
Lord! can we then be said to own 

None other gods but thee ? 

And even in our social ties. 

Around the quiet hearth, 
Too tenderly perchance we prize 

Some dear one of the earth ; 
Our love to heavenly objects weak, 

Chain'd to our homes may be. 
Although our lips profess to seek 

None other gods but thee ! 

Lord ! while we lead the heathen still 

In thy pure laws to live, 
Grant that we better may fulfil 

The precepts that we give. 
On us thy Holy Spirit pour ; 

From idols set us free ; 
And may our hearts henceforth adore 

None other gods but thee ! 
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(<©r(g(naIO 
THE SPEING. 

RICHARD HT7IE, M.D. 



It was a spring, a trickling spring, 

Which by the road I spied ! 
A shallow, calm, and limpid thing, 

And scarcely two feet wide : 
But there it was, as clear as day, 
And glistening in the solar ray. 

The hedge-flowers clustered round the brink, 

A garland bright and green ; 
And while they stoop'd its wave to drink. 

They strove its cup to screen 
From summer's heat, and winter's frost; 
And thus the fount was never lost. 

Meet emblem of that faith divine. 

Which fills the contrite heart ; 
And of those gifts which round it twine, 

And ceaseless joys impart : 
Faith makes the Christian graces grow, 
And these aid faith's perennial flow. 
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Faith raises hope this world above, 
And hope makes faith more strong ; 

Faith tunes her golden lyre for love, 
And love lends faith her song, 

And weaves the fragrant wreath which binds 

In sympathy congenial minds. 

Thus with immortal youth endued, 

Heaven's gifts adorn the soul ; 
While through the heart by grace reneVd, 

Faith's healing waters roll ; 
A sparkling tide, with transport rife, 
And springing up to endless life ! 
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ON THE DEATH OF A MOTHER. 



SIB EDWARD DEXNT. 



' Said I not unto thee, that if thou wouldest believe thou should' st see the 
glory of God?'* 



Friendship ! however sweet thou art 
To soothe the suffering, breaking heart 

With kindly word or sigh, 
Thine hour of comfort now is past, 
And sympathy herself at last 

Will languish, faint, and die. 

Yet to one ever-listening ear 
The weakest sigh of faith is dear. 

Nor will be lost in air ; 
Far less that ear will turn away 
From souls that plead from day to day, 

Yictorious o'er despair. 

Thus have I pray'd ! while others slept, 

Fve pra/d, and pray'd again, and wept 

Through half the livelong night. 
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For one, whose bright and beauteous brow 
A crown of glory circles now, 
A blessed saint in light. 

Oh ! 'twas a mother greatly loved, 
Who thus my fervent spirit moved 

To seek a Saviour's aid : 
And ye who love your parents weU — 
Who love their souls, may surely tell 

How deeply I have pra/d. 

Ye, too, may fancy all I felt 

To watch the softening spirit melt 

Beneath a Saviour's love — 
To see her in her utmost need, 
From every doubt and shadow freed, 

Sure of a home above. 

Once when the Saviour's cross I named, 
Her own belovM lips proclaimed 

Her fleeting soul forgiven ; 
While many a heavenward look and prayer 
ShoVd all was cahn and happy there. 

And breathed alone of heaven. 

What resting-place is half so meet 
For dying saints, so calm and sweet. 

As Jesus' holy breast ! 
She pilloVd there her drooping head. 
And when her gentle spirit fled, 

I knew that she was blest. 
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Ye praying souIb, who long to lead 
The dear ones of your souls to feed 

Within the fold of love — 
For you who wait Jehovah's will, 
A treasury of mercy still 
Is richly stored above. 

The Lord of love is still the same 
As when the Gentile mother came, 

And pleaded for her child ; 
His words though first they seem'd severe, 
But made his last reply appear 

More loving and more mild. 

Though distant from the heavenly way 
Are those you love for whom you pray. 

Ah ! why need ye despair ? 
Plead on ! and ye shall live to prove 
That God is power — ^that " God is love," 

And loves to answer prayer. 
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STANZAS. 

LADT EMMELINE WOBTLET. 



Soon, soon shall my toiling bark touch on the shore, 

Where the desolate heart shall be blest ; 
Where the surge of this long-troubling ocean no more 

Shall deprive the worn spirit of rest. 

Where no care for the past, and no fear for the morrow. 
Shall oppress earth's tired wanderers— welcomed, for- 
given; 
When the bark that hath rode through the dim waves of 
sorrow. 
Shall anchor sublimely in shadowless heaven. 

On, on ! my frail bark, through the surge and the spray — 
There's a beacon thlEit beckons and leads from afar ; 

On, on ! my weak bark, through thy perilous way — 
There's above thee a Heaven, and before thee a Star. 
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((i^rigituil.) 
LILIES. 

Stanzaa written under a drawing of a bunch of these flowers in the Album of 
the Right Honourable Lady C C . 

DELTA. 



" Look to the lilies how they grow ! " 

'Twas thus the Saviour said, that we, 
Even in the simplest flowers that blow, 

God's ever-watchful care might see. 

Yes ! nought escapes the guardian eye 

Of Him, who marks the sparrow's fall, 
Of Him, who lists the raven's cry — | 

However vast — ^however small. 



Then mourn not we for those we love 

As if all hope were reft away. 
Nor let our sorrowing hearts refuse 

Submission to His will to pay. 

Shall He, who paints the Lily's leaf, 
Who gives the Rose its scented breath, 

Love all his works except the chief. 
And leave His image, Man, to death ? 

No ! other hearts and hopes be ours, 
And to our souls let faith be given, 

To think our lost friends only flowers 
Transplanted from tliis world to Heaven. 
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TO A CHILD, PLAYING. 



RBY. B. C. TBBNGH. 



Dbab boy, thy momentary laughter rings 
Sincerely out ; and that spontaneous glee, 

Seeming to need no hint from outward things. 
Breaks forth in sudden shoutings, loud and fi-ee. 

From what hid fountains doth thy joyance flow. 
That borrows nothing from the world around ? 

Its springs must deeper lie than we can know — 
A well whose springs Ue safely underground. 

So be it ever — and, thou happy boy. 

When time, that takes these wild delights away, 
Gives thee a measure of sedater joy. 

Which, unlike this, shall ever with thee stay ; — 

Then may that joy, like this, to outward things 
Owe nothing — ^but lie safe beneath the sod, 

A hidden fountain fed from unseen spring, 
From the glad-making riv^ of our God. 
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LUKE XIX. 41. 

•* And when He was come near, he beheld the city, and wept oyer it." 
KEBLE. 

Why doth my Saviour weep 

At sight of Sion's bowers ? 
Shows it not fair from yonder steep, 

Her gorgeous crown of towers ? 
Mark well his holy pains ; 

*Tis not in pride or scorn, 
That Israel's Bang with sorrow stains 

His own triumphal mom. 

It is not that his soul 

Is wandering sadly on, 
In thought how soon at death's dark goal 

Their course will all be run, 
Who now are shouting round 

Hosanna to their Chief ; 
No thought like this in Hun is found; 

This were a conqueror's grief. 

Or doth he feel the Cross 

Already in his heart, 
The pain, the shame, the scorn, the loss ? 

Feel even his God depart ? 
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No ! though he knew full well 

Tiie grief that then shall be^— 
The grief that angels cannot tell — 

GdSr God in agony ! 

It is not thus he mourns ; 

Such might be Martyr's tears. 
When his last lingering look he turns 

On human hopes and fears ; 
But hero ne'er or saint 

The secret load might know, 
With which his spirit waxeth faint ; 

His is a Saviour's woe ! 

If thou had'st known, ev'n thou, 

At least in this thy day. 
The message of thy peace ! but now 

*Tis pass'd for aye away : 
Now foes shall trench thee round, 

And lay thee even with earth. 
And dash thy children to the ground. 

Thy glory and thy mirth. 

And doth the Saviour weep 

Over his people's sin. 
Because we will not let him keep 

The souls He died to win ? 
Ye hearts, that love the Lord, 

K at this sight ye bum. 
See that in thought, in deed, in word, 

Te hate what made Him mourn ! 
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THE SLEEP. 

BIJZABBTH BABRETT BBOWKXN0. 



Of all the thoughts of God that are 
Borne inward unto souLs afar. 

Along the Psalmist's music deep. 
Now tell me if that any is. 
For gift or grace surpassing this — 

" He giveth His beloved sleep V* 

What would we give to our belov'd ? 
The hero's heart, to be unmov'd^ 

The poet's star-tuned harp to sweep — 
The senate's shout to patriot vows — 
The monarch's crown, to light the brows ? 

" He giveth His beloved sleep I" 

What do we give to our belov'd ? 
A little faith, all undisprov'd — 

A little dust, to overweep — 
And bitter memories, to make 
The whole earth blasted for our sake ! 

" He giveth His beloved sleep !" 

" Sleep soft, belov'd!" we sometimes say. 
But have no power to charm away 

Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep ; 
But never doleful dream again 
Shall break the happy slumber, when 

" He giveth His beloved sleep !" 
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O earthy so full of dreary noises! 
O meoy with wailing in your voices ! 
O delved gold, the waller's heap ! 

strife, O curse, that o'er it fall ! 
God makes a silence through you all, 

And " giveth His beloved sleep ! " 

IDs dews drop mutely on the hill ; 
His cloud above it saileth still. 

Though on its slope men toil and reap ! 
More softly than the dew is shed, 
Or cloud is floated overhead, 

'< He giveth His beloved sleep ! " 

Tea ! men may wonder while they scan 
A living, thinking, feeling man. 

In such a rest his heart to keep ; 
But Angels say — and through the word 

1 ween their blessed smile is heard — 

*' He giveth His beloved sleep !" 

For me, my heart that erst did go 
Most like a tired child at a show, 

That sees through tears the jugglers leap, 
Would now its wearied vision close, 
Would childlike on His love repose. 

Who " giveth ffis beloved sleep !" 

And friends ! — dear friends ! — ^when it shall be 
That this low breath is gone from me. 

And round my bier ye come to weep, 
Let one, most loving of you all, j 
Say, " Not 4 tear must o'er her fall. 

He giveth His beloved sleep !" 

a2 



18 rOBTIG PRISM. 



WEEP NOT. 



DR UUUfl. 



" Weep not," the Saviour gently said, 

When o'er his lifeless daughter's head 

The mournful Jairus bent ; 

" Weep not," He said, as on the bier 

Of all on earth she held most dear, 

Nain's hapless widow leant. 

" Weep not," He said, while Martha clung 
Around His knees, and from her tongue 
These melting accents fell : — 
" O Lord, hadst Thou been by his side. 
Thy friend, my brother, had not died, 
For Thou didst love him well !" 

" Weep not," He said, when, 'midst the throng. 
Who urged His tortured frame along 

To Calvary's bloody steep. 
He heard the sounds of female woe, 
" On me no more your tears bestow. 

Yourselves, your children weep !" 

" Weep not," with bland and healing power. 
His gospel whispers, in the hour 

When earthly props decay ; 
And lifts the thoughts to realms of rest. 
Where joys eternal cheer the breast. 

And tears are wiped away. 
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" Weep not," my brother ! though the eye, 
Which sparkled most while thou wert by, 

Is closed in death's deep gloom ; 
My sister ! ^* weep not," though the voice, 
Which bade thy youthful ear rejoice. 
Is silent in the t(»nb. 

" Weep not," o'er fond affection's urn ! 
As prisoner to the stronghold turn 

Of hope and peace divine ; 
Then though creation's self should die, 
And sun and stars desert the sky. 

Shall endless life be thine ! 
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JESUS AT THE WELL.^JOHN IV. 6. 

A. B. C. 



Saviour Divine ! when Thou didst come 
Down from Thy bright and holy home, 

Fulfilling mercy's plan, 
Though starry heavens were framed by Thee, 
Thou wert for us content to be 

A faint and weary man. 

How hard Thy freely chosen lot 

In this blind world that knew Thee not. 

What sufferings didst Thou bear ! 
And while for us securing rest, 
How was that earthly frame opprest. 

Which Thou didst stoop to wear ! 

To glory Thou art risen again. 
But can'st Thou e'er forget the pain 

In fleshly temple known ? 
Oh ! when Thy people feel distress, 
Think on that hour of weariness 

Spent by the well alone. 

And teach us 'twas for our relief 
Thy gentle form was marred with grief, 
Thy " locks were filled with dew," 
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That not one human pang might wring 
The tears from feeling's hidden spring, 
But Thou hast known it too ! 

May we throughout our mortal strife 
Becline beside the well of life. 

Till Time's long noon is o'er ; 
'Tis deep, but full ; and prayer can bring 
Abundant draughts from that pure spring. 

And we shall thirst no more ! 
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THE PAUPER'S DEATH-BED. 



CABOLINB 80UTHET. 



Tbead softly — ^bow the head — 
In reverent silence bow — 

No passing bell doth toll, 

Yet an immortal soul 
Is passing now. 

Stranger ! however great, 

With lowly reverence bow ; 
There's one in that poor shed — 
One on that paltry bed — 
Greater than thou. 

Beneath that beggar's roof, 

Lo ! Death doth keep his state : 

Enter — ^no crowds attend — 

Enter — ^no guards defend 
This palace gate. 

That pavement damp and cold 
No smiling courtiers tread ; 
One silent woman stands. 
Lifting with meagre hands, 
A dying head ! 
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No mingling voices sound ; 

An infant wail alone ; 
A sob suppressed — again 
That short deep gasp, and then 

The parting groan. 

Oh ! change — Oh ! wondrous change ! 

Burst are the prison bars ! 
This moment there, so low, 
80 agonized, and now 

Beyond the stars ! 

Oh ! change ! — stupendous change 

There lies the soulless clod : 
The sun eternal breaks— 
The new immortal wakes — 

Wakes with his God ! 
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THE ROUND-LEAVED SUNDEW. 



** Its beauty is truly said to consist in the form and appearance of the leaves, 
which are thrown out immediately from the root, and spread oyer the sur- 
ftceofthe ground; each plant fomdng a little circular plot of green cup> 
shaped leaves, thickly fringed with hairs of a deep rose colour. These hairs 
support small drops or globules of a pellucid liquor like dew, which continue 
even in the hottest part of the day, and in the frdlest exposure to the sun. It 
is found in mossy bogs, and on the borders of ponds and rivulets in moorland 
districto." 



Bt the lone fountain's secret bed, 
Where human footsteps rarely tread, 
'Mid the wild moor or silent glen 
The sundew blooms unseen by men ; 
Spreads there her leaf of rosy hue, 
A chalice for the morning dew. 
And ere the Summer's sun can rise. 
Drinks the pure water of the skies. 

Would'st thou that thy lot were given 
Thus to receive the dews of Heaven ? 
With heart prepared like this meek flower, 
Come then and hail the dawning hour ; 
So shall a blessing from on high, 
Pure as the rain of Summer's sky. 
Unsullied as the morning dew. 
Descend and all thy soul imbue. 
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Yes ! like the blossoms of the waste, 
Would we the sky-born waters taste, 
To the High Fountain's sacred spring, 
The chalice let us humbly bring : 
So shall we find the streams of heaven, 
To him who seeks are fireely given ; 
The morning and the evening dew, 
Shall still our failing strength renew. 
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THE ENGLISH BURYING-GROUND AT ROME. 



' SOLACE OF SOim. 



** Although my house be not ao with Ood; yet he hath nutde with me an 
everlasting coTenant, ordered in all things, and sure; for this is all my salva- 
tion, and all my desire, although he make it not to grow.'*-.2 Sam. xxiii. 5.« 



Will Borne then yield a place of rest 

To those who will not own 
Submission to her triple crest, 

Or kiss her priestly throne ? 
She will — she points a plot of ground, 
Without the city's hallowed bound. 
Where spreads a gentle couch around, 

With herbs and flowerets strewn. 

Enough ! we hail the outer ward. 

And wall with ivy decked, 
The pyramid of a heathen lord f 

May well our bones protect ; 
Better a scorned and lowly tomb. 
Than lie embraced by faithless Rome, 
When He, who seals the city^s doom. 

Shall rise for his elect. 

• Inscription on one of the tombstones. f The pyramid of Caius Cestus. 
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'Tis meet, since we refuse to share 

Her board of blessings spread, 
Nor heed her ban, nor ask her prayer. 

That she refuse our dead ! 
It matters not — ^they sleep as sweet, 
Low nestled at the city's feet, 
Spared by the angry storms that beat 

Fierce on her to Vring head. 

We sought with her in life no part ; 

Grudged not her wealth or fame ; 
Despised her superstition's mart ; 

Refused to gild her shame. 
We asked no faint or jaundiced ray. 
To point the source of living day. 
Our guide (the lifs, the truth, the wat,) 

We owned.no other name. 

A long array we may not boast 

Of deeds of merit bright ; 
Of conquests won o'er hell's proud host, 

By man's unaided might ; 
One work is ours, more choice than gold, 
Faith * — ^faith in Christ, by which enrolled, 
We crowd within the Shepherd's fold, 

And pasture in his sight. 

No marble from Sidlia brought. 

Nor monum^ital bust, 
Nor form by skilful chisel wrought. 

May press the mouldering dust ; 

• John vi. S9. 
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As forth we came, we sink to earth, 

Naked, and destitute of worth ; 

Yet, glorying in our second birth, ^ 

We have whereon to trust. 
For though our house is not with Him, 

As His commands require, 
Our service stained, our graces dim. 

And faint each pure desire, 
Upon the heart his broad seal prest. 
In His white robe of virtue drest, 
On His sure covenant we rest ; 

And to His heaven aspire. 

We know who rightful claims our faith, 

Immutably the same ; 
Nor heed Earth, Hell, or tyrant Death, 

Though they denounce our name ! 
Without the gate the Saviour bled, 
WitJiout the gate they made His bed ; 
How blest with Him to lay our head. 

And share our Master's shame ! * 

We thank thee, Rome, for this green field, 

Howe'er by thee unblest ; 
We thank thee more, thou would'st not yield 

A place upon thy breast ! 
On thy bent brow there is a sign. 
Though fiercely fiushed with harlot-wine. 
That notes thee doomed to wrath divine ; 

Oh, who would be thy guest ! 



• Heb. xiii. 12, IS: 
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Far rather would we rest our dead, 

Where spring nor summer bloom. 
Than ask of thee when life is fled, 

The same proud common tomb. 
When on thy crown the death-bolts lower, 
The thought will cheer us in that hour ; 
" They shared not in thy pride of power. 

They share not in thy doom I " 
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THE MYRTLE. 



( MORAL OF FLOWBR8. 



** In ooantrlM when it grows wild, it sonMCImM is found blooming among 
roelu; and ita delicftto bean^, wh«n oontnstod with the rnggedneM of ito 
abode, leemi to derire an additional charm.'* 



Yes, take thy station here, 

Thou flower so pale and fair ! 
That I from thee may sweetest lessons borrow ; 

For thou hast that to tell, 

Methinks, which suits thee well — 
The lingering hours of langmshment and sorrow. 

The cleft rock is thy home ; 
Yet sweetly dost thou bloom, 
E'en while the threatening winds are round thee 
swelling ; 
And Where's the pamper'd flower 
Can richer fragrance shower, 
Than thou, fair blossom^ from thy storm-wrought 
dwelling ? 

Say, then, though pale decay 

Wear youth and health away, 
Shall sighs alone this troubled breast be heaving ? 

Oh, no ! ni bless the chain, 

Which to this/jouch of pain 
Has bound me long, for 'tis of Mercy's weaving. 
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What though I tread no more 

The temple's hallowed floor, 
Whence to our Gtod the lull-voiced hymn ascendeth, 

Tet may this chamber be 

A blessed sanctuary, 
Where to my whispered praise His ear he bendeth. 

But, chiefly, gentle flower, 

Remind me in the hour. 
When 'gainst the tempter's might my soul engages, 

A rock is cleft for me. 

More sure than shelters thee, 
Where I may safely hide — " the Rock of Ages." 
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THE SABBATH. 

MART SUSANNAH HATNBS. 



How calmly steals upon the sight 

This sacred day of rest, 
With its own holy radiance bright, 

By its own sweetness blest ! 
It comes, the messenger of love Divine, 
Its lovely influence on our hearts to shine. 

It comes — ^unto the world to show 

The day-star from on high ; 
It comes — afresh bounties to bestow, 

New mercies to descry : 
To lead to Him, who died the world to save, 
Then rose triumphant from the yawning grave ! 

It opens Revelation's page 

To thousand longing eyes, 
Teaches each sorrow to assuage, 

And beckons to the skies ; 
Where He, the sinner's friend, is throned on high, 
That they might live thro' Him they doom'd to die ! 
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It bids all anxious care to cease, 

All straggle to subside; 
Hushes the passions into peace, 

And stays oppression's tide ; 
Blending each rank before His gracious throne. 
Whom all as Father and as Saviour own. 

It wakes the dreamer from his dream 

Of worldly joy and ease, 
Sheds on his mind a purer gleam, 

A more enduring peace ; 
Such peace as He, the " Prince of Peace," can give, 
When He once bids the quicken'd spirit " live." 

It tears the sinner from his sin. 

And, with the word of life, 
Fixes conviction's sword within. 

And stays the spirit's strife ; 
Leading the soul from guilt and error's night. 
To founts of holiness and scenes of light. 

But oh ! the joy, what tongue can tell, 

Which fills the Christian's breast. 
What raptures in his bosom swell 

When dawns this " day of rest ! " 
A rest whose sweetness he alone can know. 
On whom the stream of Grace doth largely flow. 

Yes ; as in humble prayer he bends. 

Or swells the note of praise. 
Strong Faith her buoyant pinions lends 

His joyous soul to raise ; 
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And for awhile his spirit's beaming eye 
Seemeth to pierce the glories of the sky. 

He thinks of that thrice-blessed day^ 
When, God's high throne before. 

Myriads of saints in bright array. 
His mercy shall adore; 

Lauding His name, the King of earth and skies, 

The mighty God — ^the Eternal sacrifice ! 
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INSCRIPTION ON A MONUMENT. 



REV. H. F. LTTE. 



What shall we write on this memorialHstone ? 
Thy merits ? Thou did'st rest on Christ's alone ; 
Our sorrows ? Thou woulds't chide the selfish tear ; 
Our love ? Alas ! it needs no record here ; 
Praise to thy God and ours ? His truth and lore 
Are sung in nobler strains by thee above* 
What would'st thou have us write ? A voice is heard — 
" Write, for each reader write, a warning word : 
B^d him look well before him, and within ; 
T^ to his heedless heart of death and sin ; 
And if at these he tremble, bid him flee 
To Christ, and find Him all in all, like me." 



36 PORTIO PRIBM. 



TO THE GENTIANELLA. 



ANN BEALE. 



Oh ! would my breast were like to thine, 

Thou dark and lovely flower ; 
Open whene'er the sun doth shine, 

But cWd against the shower : 
Gladly receiving all that's bright. 

Refusing all that's ill, 
Conscious of tempest and of blight. 

But pure and shielded still. 

As thou dost ope thy dark blue eye 

The mid-day sun to greet, 
And gazest deeply on the sky 

Until his beams retreat; 
So should our inward eye unclose 

To every blessing given, 
Nor careless sink into repose. 

Whilst all is bright in heaven. 

So should our inmost hearts unfold 

To mercies from on high. 
Nor e'er be closed, or dead, or cold, 

To sun-like charity. 
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But wherefore slowly droops thy head ? 

Why bends thy stem, sweet flower ? 
Are the dark leaves, so late outspread. 

To wither in an hour ? 

The tempest broods — how keen thy sense ! 

Each leaf is folded fast. 
And thou must make thy self-defence 

Against the sweeping blast. 
Harmless the winds have passed thee by ; 

The rain-drops find no rest ; 
Lightly they fall, as tear or sigh, 

Upon thy guarded breast. 

Thus should the world's keen, biting breath 

And changing atmosphere — 
Its poisoned winds, that tell of death — 

Its blights, that fall to sere — 
Find the heart guarded well, and steeled. 

Their harsh assaults to bear ; 
Enclosed in virtue like a shield, 

And firmly girt with Prayer ! 
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RUTH AND NAOMI. 



MB8 BILET. 



Leave thee, my mother ? think'st thou we can part ? 

Doth not thy look belie thy lip's command ? 
Will not the sunshine of one faithful heart 

Cheer thy sad journey to thy native land? 
A sonless, widowed wanderer though thou be, 
Thou art not childless while I am with thee. 

Thy slightest wish was wont in happier days, 
In our glad home to serve as a behest; 

Thy wish, if not thy word, she still obeys. 
When thy child seeks with thee a peaceful rest, 

Where Israel's faith with Israel's name is found, 

And holy worship makes it sacred ground. 

Think'st thou the faith taught by the lips I lov'd 
Hath faded with the voice that gave it birth ? 

That vision of a life to come, which proved 
His hope in death, is dimmed by thoughts of earth f 

No, through the night of sorrow, that bright star 

Hath pointed to a home of peace afar. 
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Together we rejoiced in brighter years ; 

Sharing the self-same home, the self-same lot ; 
Together we have mingled bitter tears : 

To leave thee now, my mother, aflk me not ! 
Where'er thou wanderest, thither will I roam — 
Thy God shall be my GK>d, thy home my home! 
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FAITH. 

REV. W. H. BATHUEST. 



Faith is the homage which we owe to God, 
The soul's submission to its heavenly King ; 

Which makes us seek his smile, yet own his rod, 
Dread his displeasure, yet his praises sing, 
And to his throne our supplications bring : 

It takes the Bible as his gift to man, 

And drinks with joy of that refreshing spring. 

Bows to its precepts, and admires the plan 

Devised by heavenly love before the world began. 



Faith pierces through the mists that hover here. 

And sees the Almighty on his glorious throne ; 
Marks the bright throng that fills that higher sphere, 

And seems to catch the soul-inspiring tone 

Of the seraphic choir ; when most alone 
It is not lonely ; God is near at hand. 

Whom it delights to worship as its own ; 
While to its favoured view the angelic band 
Shines forth, whom God appoints around his saints to stand. 
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Faith lifts the veil that covers unseen things, 

And views a legion of Satanic foes, 
That, darkening the air with dusky wings, 

On every side their hostile squadrons close ; 

But all their threatening fury to oppose. 
It bears a heavenly shield, whose strength defies 

Their rage, and back each poisoned arrow throws ; 
And still its constant prayers to heaven arise 
For power to overcome its watchful enemies. 



Faith clings to Christ for mercy, light, and life. 
And trusts him for deliverance and redress, 

In sin's deep plague, and passion's jarring strife. 
And every trial, danger, and distress 
That threatens us in this dark wilderness : 

And offc it longs for that expected day. 

When Christ once more shall come this world to bless 

With pure Religion's universal sway. 

Cheering earth's darkest tribes with its reviving ray. 



Faith builds upon a rock that cannot move, 
Casts every burden on a Father's breast, 

Bejoices in his smile, whose name is Love ; 
And when with fiery trials most distressed, 
It knows that what the Lord decrees is best, 

And stands prepared to suflfer or to die ; 

Heav'n is its home ; this world is not its rest ; 

Already is its treasure stored on high. 

And its wings spread to mount beyond the distant sky. 

b2 
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O may this living Faith my soul inspire ! 

Pure, steadfast, genuine, ardent, and sincere, 
Kindling within a flame of heavenly fire. 

Unstained by error, and unquenched by fear : 

May it direct me thankfully to hear 
Christ's gracious words, and still with new delight 

His steps to follow, and his truth revere ; 
And may it cleanse my heart, and speed my flight, 
Until absorbed at last in heaven's eternal light. 
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SONNET— THE SUN. 

THE AtTTHOR OF ** PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY.' 



Blame not, ye million wolrshippers of gold, 

Modem idolaters, their works and ways. 
When Ajsia's children, in the times of old. 

Knelt to the sun, outpouring prayer and praise 

As to God's central throne ; for when the blaze 
Of that grand eye is on me, and I stand 

Watching its majesty with painful gase, 
I, too, could kneel among that Persian band. 

Had not the Architect of yon bright sphere 
Taught me himself ; bidding me look above, 

Beneath, around, and still to find Him — ^here ! 
King of the heart, dwelling in no jGbced globe. 

But gladly throned within the spirit of love, 
Wearing that light ethereal as a robe. 
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THE INFANrS PRAYER. 



The west had shut its gates of gold 

Upon the 'parted sun. 
And through each window's curtained fold 

Lamps glittered one by one ; 
And many a babe had sunk to rest, 
A.nd many a mother's yearning breast 

Still lulled its idol care, 
When in a nursery's peaceful bound 
By pure afifection circled round, 

I heard an infant's prayer. 

Yes ; there it knelt, its cherub face 

Upraised with anxious care. 
And well devotion's heaven-born grace 

Became a brow so fair ; 
But seldom at our Father's throne 
Such blest and happy child is known 

So painfully to strive. 
For long with trembling ardour fraught, 
That supplicating lip besought, 

" Please God, let Lily live !" 



i 
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And still the imploring voice did flow 

That little couch beside, 
As if for poor sick Lily's woe 

It could not be denied ; 
E'en when the spell of slumber stole 
With soothing influence on the soul, 

Like moonlight o'er the stream, 
The murmuring lip, the sobbing strife, 
The broken plea for Lily's life. 

Blent with the infant's dream. 

So LQy lived ! but not where time 

Is measured out by woes ; 
Not where cold winter chills the clime, 

Or canker eats the rose ; 
And she, who for her in&nt friend 
In agonizing love did bend 

To pour the tearful prayer. 
Safe from the pang, the groan, the dart, 
That pierced the mourning parent's heart, 

Lives with her lily there ! 
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STANZAS. 



B. L. SHORTBIDGB. 



When friends who love are forced to sever, 
Without a hope to soothe their pain — 

Since in this world they part for ever, 
Oh ! may their loss be turned to gain ! 

For God withdraws our earthly treasure, 
To wean our hearts from things below, 

And bids us seek for lasting pleasure 
Where streams of joy for ever flow. 

He points to One who condescended 
To be on earth the sinner's friend — 

To Him who, though to Heaven ascended. 
Will love his own unto the end. 

Then welcome pain, and welcome sadness. 

If God appoint it to be thus ; 
And may we give our hearts with gladness 

To Him who lived and died for us. 



POBTIO PBI8M. 47 



THE CROSS OF C0N8TANTINE. 



LADT FLORA. HASTINOS. 



" Conquer in this V — ^Not unto thee alone 
The vision spake, imperial Constantino ! 
Nor presage only of an earthly thnme, 
Blazed in mid heaven the consecrated sign, 
Through the unmeasured tract of coming time 
The mystic cross doth with soft lustre glow, 
And speaks through every age, in every clime, 
To every slave of sin, and child of woe. 

" Conquer in this ! " — ^Ay, when the rebel heart 
Clings to the idols it was wont to cherish. 
And, as it sees those fleeting boons depart, 
Grieveth that things so bright were form'd to perish ; 
Arise, bereaved one ! and athwart the gloom, 
Read in the brightness of that cheering ray — 
Mourn not, O Christian ! though so brief their bloom ; 
Nought that is worth a sigh shall pass away. 

'* Conquer in this ! " — ^When i^rest visions come 
To lure thy spirit to a path of flowers. 
Binding the exile from a heavenly home. 
To dwell a lingerer in unholy bowers ; 
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Strong in His strength who burst the bonds of sin, 
Clasp to thy bosom — cksp the holy Cross ! 
Dost thou not seek a heavenly crown to ¥dn ? 
Hast thou not counted all beside as loss ? 

" Conquer in this !" — Though powers of earth and hell 
Were leagued to bar thee from thy homeward way, 
The Cross shall every darkling shade dispel, 
Chase every doubt, and re-assure dismay. 
Faint not, O wearied one ! faint not : for thee 
The Lord of righteousness and glory bled, 
And his good Spirit's influence, with free 
And plenteous unction, is upon thee shed. 

" Conquer in this !" — ^When, by thy fever d bed. 
Thou see'st the dark-wing'd angel take his stand, 
Who soon shall lay thy body with the dead, 
And bear thy spirit to the spirit's land. 
Fear not ! the Cross sustains thee, and its aid 
In that last trial shall thy succour bring ; 
Go, fearless through the dark, the untried shade, 
For sin is vanquished, and death hath no sting. 

" Conquer in this!" — Strong in thy Saviour's might. 
When bursts the morning of a brighter day, 
Rise, Christian victor, in the glorious fight, 
Arise, rejoicing, from thy cell of clay ! 
The Cross which led thee scatheless thro' the gloom. 
Shall in that hour, heav'n's royal banner be ; 
Thou hast o'ercome the world, the flesh, the tomb ; 
Triumph in Him who died and rose for thee. 
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THE WORTH OF HOURS. 

R. MONCKTON MILNBS, ESQ., M.P. 



Believe not that your inner eye 

Can ever in just measure try 

The worth of hours as they pass by : 

For every man's weak self, alas ! 
Makes him to see them while they pass 
Aa through a dim or tinted glass : 

But if in earnest care you would 
Mete out to each its part of good. 
Trust rather to your after mood. 

Those surely are not fairly spent 
That leave your spirit bowed and bent 
In sad unrest and ill-content : 

And more, though free from seeming harm, 

You rest from toil of mind or arm. 

Or slow retire from Pleasure's charm ; — 

If then a painful sense comes on, 
Of something wholly lost and gone, 
Vainly enjoyed, or vainly done, — 
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Of something from your being's chain 
Broke off, nor to be linked again 
By all mere memory can retain, — 

Upon your heart this truth may rise, 
Nothing that altogether dies. 
Suffices man's just destinies : 

So should we live, that every hour 
May die as dies the natural flower, — 
A self-^e^iving thing of power ; 

That every tnought and every deed 
May hold within itself the seed 
Of future good and future meed ; 

Esteeming sorrow, whose employ 
Is to develop, not destroy, 
Far better than a barren joy. 
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ON A PAINTma OF THE CRUCIFIXION 



BY THE REV. T. J. JUDKIN. 



EDMUND PEEL. 



Immortal picture ! Night and woe and pain. 
Haunting the raok of unredeemed despair, 
Have caught the bold blasphemer by the hair, 

Delivered over to their dire domain ! 

Star of the Cross, dispel the darkness ! rain 
Light on the brow of deep maternal care, 
Light on the dying sinner saved by prayer ; 

For never rose the prayer of faith in vain ! 

That all had faith ! that all might understand 
The vision ! feel that agony sublime ! 

And inly moved, with yonder Hebrew band 

Smite on the breast, and own the mortal crime ! 

Lord, on each human heart deign to command 
Light from the centre flowing through all time ! 
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THE CHRISTIAN VIRGIN TO HER APOSTATE 
LOVER. 

HEY. T. DALE. 



Oh ! lost to faith, to peace, to Heaven ! 

Canst thou a recreant be 
To Him whose life for thine was given, 

Whose Cross endured for thee ? 
Canst thou for earthly joys resign 
A love immortal, pure, divine, 
Yet link thy plighted truth to mine, 

And cleave unchanged to me ? 



Thou canst not — and 'tis breathed in 

Thy sophistry of love — 
Though not in pride or cold disdain 

Thy falsehood I reprove ! 
Inly my heart may bleed — ^but yet 
Mine is no weak — no vain regret; 
Thy wrongs to me I might forget, 

But not to Him above ! 

Cease, then, thy fond impassioned vow 

In happier hours so dear ; 
No virgin pride restrains me now, 

I must not turn to hear ; 
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For still my erring heart might prove 
Too weak to spurn thy proffer'd love. 
And tears — though feigned and fidse— might move> 
And prayers, though inainoere. 

But no ! the tie so firmly bound, 

Is torn asunder now ; 
How deep that sudden wrench may wouhd, 

It recks not to avow ; 
Go thou to fortune and to fame ; 
I sink to sorrow — suffering — shame ! 
Tet think, when glory gilds thy name, 

I would not be as thou ! 

Thou canst not light or wavering deem 

The bosom all thine own ; 
Thou know'st in Joy's enlivening beam, 

Or Fortune's adverse fix)wn. 
My pride — ^my bliss had been to share 
Thy hopes — to soothe thine hours of care. 
With thee the Martyr's cross to bear. 

Or win the Martyr's crown. 

'Tis o'er, but never from my heart 

Shall time thine image blot ; 
The dreams of other days depart. 

Thou shalt not be forgot ; 
And never in the suppliant sigh 
Poured forth to Him who sways the sky, 
Shall mine own name be breathed on high, 

And thine remembered not ! 
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Farewell ! and oh ! may He whose love 

Endures, though man rehel, 
In mercy yet thy guilt remove. 
Thy darkening clouds dispel : 
Where'er thy wandering steps decline, 
My fondest prayers — nor only mine, 
The aid of Israel's God he thine. 
And in His name^*Farewell ! 
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ON MEMOBT. 



THE RET. THOMAS E. HAKKINSON. 



When the young hearty with passionate regret, 

Dwells upon joys too beautiful to last, 
And o'er the fond remembrance lingers yet, 

As if its dreaming could recall the past ; 
When fades the present from the 'wildered sight, 

Ab musing M^nory shifts the fancied scene, 
Till we can almost grasp the lost delight, 

Feel as we felt, and be as we have been ; 
Peel — yes, a livelier, tenderer beauty springs 

O'er the loved features of each haj^y day ; 
For m^QQory's touch, in bright profusion, brings 

All, all the joy, but steals the gloom away ; 
When that we fondly loved, and now dq>lore. 

Glides o'er the soul like moonlight o'er the sea, 
And wears a smile, perchance, it never wore, 

And seems a being it could never be. 
And when, at length, those rainbow-colours fade, 

Which Fan<^'s sunbeam on the past could throw, 
When clouds and tears come hurrying on instead, 

And we are left to certainty and woe ; 
Left — ^but to find our rose-twined garland dead, 

To see the future darken on our view. 
To mourn those joyous days for ever fled, 

And vainly madden o'er the long adieu ; 
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Oh, then we feel how empty and how vain, 

Is human pleasure in its gayest dress ; 
We feel our sky but smiles to frown again. 

And earth is not the home of happiness ! 
And then a sweet, pure light creeps trembling in, 

ITnlike romantic Fancy's frolic ray ; 
Which seems unnoticed on the mind to win, 

With the bright promise of a better day. 
It is not Hope— at least, not that which says 

That the loved past shall in the future live. 
Which like the meteor's wild illusion plays. 

And points to joys it never means to give ; 
It is not love — ^for absence, time, or art, 

Its soft impressions may too soon efface. 
Or death's cold touch may chill the faithful heart, 

Where we had fondly built our dwelling-place ; 
No ! 'tis from worlds more bright than this below. 

That trembling sunbeam draws its sacred birth. 
And bids the breast its own sweet comfort know, 

Too pure for sense ! too beautiful for earth ! 
'Tis from those realms where we may shortly prove 

How bright, how pure, affection's lamp may burn ; 
Where we may gaze upon the face we love. 

Nor dread the anguish of a cold return ; 
Where, waking memory to a second birth. 

We may, untroubled, trace the path we trod, 
Ajid having vainly sought for rest on earth. 

May find it in the bosom of our God. 
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(drisinxl.) 
SONNET^l'b THE MOON. 

REV. JOHN A. LATBOBE. 



O THOU mild emblem of ihy Maker's might, . 
Weaving o'er things terrene thy silvery net, 
Thou knoVst thine hour to rise, and shine^ and set, 

Decreed comptroller of the realms of night ! 

Thou shin'st, as when, all clad in robe of light, 
Thy full-orbed eye beheld the earth as yet 
Unstained with sin, with tears of woe unwet — 

Thou art, as thou wert then, as feur, as bright ! 

Prompt in obedience, as in glory deck'd, 

Thou steppest forth, when strikes the given hour, 
And still with swerveless foot ascend'st the sky — 

While man, fall'n man, created to reflect 
Jehovah's glory as Jehovah's power. 
Shines not — or like an earthbom gleam, flits by. 
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JERUSALEM. 



BISHOP HEBER. 



Jerusalem ! Jerusalem ! enthroned once on high, 
Thou favoured home of God on earth, thou heaven below 

the sky ! 
Now brought to bondage with ihy sons, a curse and grief 

to see; 
Jerusalem ! Jerusalem ! our tears shall flow for thee ! 

Oh ! hadst thou known thy day of grace, and flock'd be- 
neath the wing 

Of TTim who caU'd thee lovingly, thine own anointed King, 

Then had the tribes of all the earth gone up thy pomp to 
see. 

And glory dwelt within thy gates, and all thy sons been 
free! > 

And who art thou that moumest me? replied the ruin 

grey, 
And fear'st not rather that thyself may prove a castaway ? 
I am a dried and abject branch ; my place is given to thee, 
But woe to every barren graft of thy wild olive-tree ! 
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Our day of grace is sunk in night, our time of mercy spent, 
For heavy was my children's crime, and strange their 

punishment ; 
Yet gaze not idly on our fall, but, sinner, warned be — 
Who spared not His chosen seed may send His wrath on 

thee! 

Our day of grace is sunk in night, thy noon is in its prime, 
turn and seek thy Saviour's face in this accepted time ; 
So, Gentile, may Jerusalem a lesson prove to thee, 
And in the New Jerusalem thy home for ever be ! 
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(0r{gitTsI.) 
OUR FATHER'S HOUSE. 



A. R. C. 



Our Father's House ! oh, blessed sound ! 

Then Christians have a home ! 
Though strangers on this earthly ground, 

There is a rest to come. 

Our Father's House ! Then we shall meet 

Beyond this scene of strife, 
And rest our worn and weary feet 

Beside the stream of life. 

Our Father's House ! The thought h blest, 

No griefs the blessed share ; 
There cannot be a lonely breast, 

A wounded spirit there ! 

Our Father's House ! Ah ! who may tell 

What glory lies in store. 
How high the tides of rapture swell 

On that celestial shore ! 
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No stoim may shake that dwelling calm. 
Nor sun nor moon may smite, 

The Lord Almighty and the Lamb, 
Its temple and its light. 

Oh ! there can be no vacant place, 

No voice of sad farewell, 
No parting tear, no last embrace. 

For all in Christ shall dweU. 

Our Father ! make thy pilgrim-band 

Content to sow in tears, 
That we may tread Immanuel's land 

Through everlasting years ! 
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METHUSELAH. 

MBS SIGOUBNET. 



*< And all the days of Methuselah were nine hundred and sixty-nine years— 
and he died." 



And was this all ? He died ! He who did wait 

The slow unfolding of centurial years, 

And shake that burden from his heart which turns 

Our temples white, and in his freshness stand 

Till cedars mouldered and firm rocks grew grey — 

Left he no trace upon the page inspired, 

Save this one line ? — He died. 

Perchance he stood 
Till all who in his earjy shadow rose, 
Faded away, and he was left alone, 
A sad, long-Hving, weary-hearted man, 
To fear that death, remembering all beside. 
Had sure forgotten him. 

Perchance he roved 
Exulting o'er the ever verdant vales, 
While Asia's sun burned fervid on his brow ; 
Or 'neath some waving palm-tree sat him down, 
And in his mantling bosom nursed the pride 
That mocks the pale destroyer, and doth think 
To live for ever ! 
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What miyestic plans, 
What mighty Babels, what sublime resolves, 
Might in that time-defying bosom spring, 
Mature, and ripen, and cast off their fruits 
For younger generations of bold thought. 
To wear their harvest diadem, while we. 
In the poor hour-glass of our seventy years, 
Scarce see the buds of some few plants of hope, 
Ere we are laid beside them^ dust to dust ! 

Yet whatsoe'er his lot in that dim age 

Of mystery, when the unwrinkled world had drunk 

No deluge-cup of bitterness ; whate'er 

Were earth's illusions to his dazzled eye, 

Death found him out at last, and coldly wrote 

With icy pen, on life's protracted scroll, 

Nought but this brief unflatt'ring line—" He died." 

Ye gay flower-gatherers on life's crumbling brink. 
This shall be said of you, howe'er ye vaunt 
Your long to-morrows in an endless line ; 
Howe'er amid the gardens of your joy 
Ye hide yourselves, and bid the pale king pass. 
This shall be said of you, at last — He died ; 
Oh I add one sentence more — He lived to God, 
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THE CHRISTIAN MOURNER'S PRIVILEGE. 



BEBNABD BABTON. 



How sweet to think in sorrow's hour. 
That He who reigns above, 

Although supreme in sovereign power, 
Is (u supreme in love. 

How sweet to know, when thus the axe 

Is to our gourds decreed. 
He will not quench the smoking flax, 

Nor break the bruised reed. 

But that to those who kiss the rod. 

By Him in mercy sent. 
The stafiF of comfort from their God 

Shall in His love be lent. 

Sustained thereby, with hopes serene, 
Though earth's best joy seem gone, 

On this, like Jacob, they shall lean, 
And worship Him thereon. 
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For God^ who binds the broken heart, 

And dries the mourner's tear. 
If faith and patience be their part, 

Will unto these be near. 

Let such but say, '< Thy wiU be daM^' 

And He who Jesus raised, 
Will qualify them, through his Son, 

To add, << Tht name be praised ! '* 



ca 
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MAY YOU DIE AMONG YOUR KINDRED ! 



MBS ABDT. 



* How much is expressed by the form of Oriental benediction— 'May yon die 
among yottr kindred ! ' " 



" May you die among your kmdred : " may you rest your 

parting gaze 
On the loved familiar faces of your young and happy 

days: 
May the voices whose kind greeting to your infancy was 

dear 
Pour lovingly, while life declines, their music in your ear ! 



" May you die among your kindred :** may the friends you 

love the best. 
List to your fainting accents, and receive your last 

request. 
Read your unuttered wishes, on your changefiil features 

dwell, 
And mingle sighs of sorrow with your faltering faint 

farewell ! 
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" May you die among your kindred :" may your peaceful 

grave be made 
. In the quiet cool recesses of the diurchyard's hallowed 
shade : 
There may your loved ones wander at the silent close 

of day, 
Fair buds and fragrant blossoms on the verdant turf 
to lay ! 

'Tis a tender benediction; yet methinks it lacks the 

power 
To cast a true serenity o'er life's last solemn hour ; 
Ye, whom I love, I may not thus love's Christian part 

fulfQ; 
List, while I ask for you a boon more dear, more precious 

sliU. 

So may you die that, though afar from all your cherished 

ties. 
Though strangers hear your dying words, and close your 

dying eyes, 
Te shall not know desertion, since your Saviour shall be 

near. 
To W. your fainting spirit with the " love that casts out 

fear." 

So may you die, so willingly submit your soul to God, 
That evermore your kindred, as they tread the path you 

trod, 
May picture your existence on a far-off heavenly shore, 
And speak of you as one not " lost," but only " gone 

before." 
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So may you die, that when your death to pious friends 

is known, 
Each shall devoutly, meekly, wish such lot may be their 

own ; 
Not heeding if you died in want, in exile, or in pain. 
But feeling that you died in faith, and thus '^ to die is 

gain ! 
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THE ENTBANCE OF A CHRISTIAN INTO 
HEAYEN. 

EllMELlNE DBTTMMONDi 



The straggle Ttras o'er, the ralle j past. 
Which to hun had n6ught of gloom, 

Por a ray from heaven's bright portab beamed, 
To lighten his path to the tomb. 

He heard the sound of the angels' harps, 
As he passed up the Golden Street, 

But his place was before the Saviour's throne. 
For there his redeemed ones meet. 

He needed not to be told the note 

Which was sung by the shining throng, 

'Twas the favourite theme of his praise on earth ; 
It had been his dying song. 

Louder and louder swelled the sound 

Of the angels' glorious strain — 
^* Worthy the Lamb who was slain for man. 

O'er heaven and earth to reign !" 
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Sweet were those notes, but sweeter still 
The song which was sung in heaven, 

By the adoring thousands before the throne. 
The ransomed, the forgiven ! 

Saviour ! thy people are scattered here, 

A weary pilgrim band — 
Oh ! gather them soon to their home above. 

Oh ! take them to that bright land ! 
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THE VALLEY TRANSFORMED. 

liART SUSANNA HAtNES. 



... <* 'Twaa a besatiAal and p«acefi]l little TaDfly. Hereroteamofls- 
eovered hill, skirted by copsewood. Here stood a grove of mi^estic trees; 
and there lay the verdant meadows, sparkling with their flowery riches, each 
tender blade of grass laden with mom's 'pearly drop/ and glisteniBg in the 
sun, which was just pouring upon the scene its most glowing rays. A little 
purling stream ran gurgling in the midst— the freshness of spring breathed on 
all— and methought nature had nerer seemed more flill of sweetness, or more 
laden with Lore I 

" But again I was there f and the blasts of winter were howling through the 
trees — and the grass was brown, and the flowers had disappeared, and all 
looked cold, and bleak, and desolate *y— and I said within myself * Such is the 
fate of Han t'" 



Oh t where are the youthful and blushing flowers 
Which shone thro' the green o'erhanging bowers, 
Which spangled the meadow, and bloom'd in the vale, 
Sweetly scenting with fragrance the passing gale ? 
And where is the bright and emerald hue, 
Which coloured with Hope's soft tints the view ? 

The tender bud from winter's night. 
Just starting into life and light ; 
The unclosed leaf, as it gTaceM hung 
In the golden beams of the glowing sun ; 
The morning hymn of the blythesome birds, 
Or the distant low of the peaceful herds ; 
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The sportive flies, as they glanced along, 
With their airy forms, and their buzzing song, 
Or the butterflies gay, as they bade unfold 
'Their wings of purple or shining gold ? 
Or whidre the violet's blushing hue. 
All laden with glistening morning dew — 
The primrose pale, or the starry gem. 
The mead's peculiar diadem ? 

Alas ! with the soft airs of spring ye grew, 
And on summer^s swift pinions too quickly flew ; 
Te have pass'd away with your beauty and light. 
And left us obscured in winter's night. 
The bright hues of hope are faded and gone, 
The leaves are all wither'd — ^the flow'rs have flown, 
And nature's gathering shades impart 
A keener pang to the aching heart. 

And thus does the spring-time of life pass by, 

Its joys unshaded by tear or sigh. 

Its flowers all fresh and its visions bright. 

All rftdionce, and hope, and cloudless light : 

No care to sully the golden dream. 

Or sorrow to darken the spirit's beam. 

Then the tempest comes threat'ning, and fierce, and loud, 

And destruction hangs on each murky cloud ; 

And the smi l ing scene has passed away. 

And twilight covers that hopeful day ; 

Or perchance the frost, with its biting breath, 

The kindest and dearest hath wither'd in death. 

Or affliction's blast, with its pitiless gloom. 

Swept the sweetest and best to the desolate tomb ! 
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But oh ! 'tis not to Earths $ deceitful spring, 

That the spirit must surely and fondly cling ! 

It is not on lovely but fleeting dust 

That the heart may repose its faithful trust ; 

To brighter scenes should it joyful fly. 

To eternal spring in the vaulted sky, 

Where the flowers ne'er fade, nor the leaves decay, 

But where shines enduring and blissful day ! 



74 POETIC PRISM. 



THE DAISY. 



ROBERT KATE OREYILLE. 



There is a little star-light flower, 
With silver ray and golden eye, 

And very short and humble stem, 
Yet looking upwards to the sky. 

And soon as o'er the verdant plain 
The life-inspiring sunbeams play, 

Ten thousand of these stars unfold 
Their beauties to the new-bom day. 

But when dark cloud or chilling mist 
Comes o'er to dim the golden light, 

Each joyless flower its bosom shrouds. 
And seems to vanish from the sight. 

Nor till the bright reviving ray 
Eetums, as by a magic wand. 

To change the scene, will once again 
Its breast the lowly flower expand. 

And thus will he of humble mind 
Receive the light to mortals given ; 

While to this spot of earth confined, 
Still gaze upon the distant heaven. 
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When for his sin God turns away, 
He faint and trembling bows his head, 

And sinks at his Redeemer's feet. 
As one in sins and frailty dead. 

But in the sinner's weakness strong, 

The Saviour, from his throne above. 
Pours on the now rejoicing heart. 

The Spirit's strength, the Saviour's love. 
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(0r{giinil.) 

A HYMN FOR CHRISTIAN TEACHERS IN THE 
SCHOOLS OF YOUTH. 

JAMES MONTGOMERY. 



God said—" Let there be light !" 
And light sprang forth new-bom ; 

He spake, 'twas done — ^primeval night 
Brake into glorious mom. 

Who then shall dare to say — 
" Let there be darkness !" None 

But " ravening wolves " that hate the day, 
And owls that fear the sun. 

Stars from the solar fount, 

Their borrowed lustre draw ; 
Moses came radiant from the Mount, 

To teach God's holy law. 

Warm from the throne of grace, 
Where we have learnt his will, 

When we go forth, may every face 
Express his image still. 
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Light in the Lord are we, 
While by his truth we stand* 

Reflecting beams of Deity, 
Like stars in his right hand. 

So shall our schools be found 
As gard^is of the Lord ; 

And fruits of holiness abound 
Where'er we plant the Word. 
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THE WIDOW OF NAIN. 



N. P. WILLIS. 



The Boman sentinel stood helmed and tall 
Beside the gate of Nain. The busy tread 
Of comers to the city mart was done, 
For it was almost noon ; and a dead heat 
Quivered upon the firm and sleeping dust, 
And the cold snake crept panting from the wall, 
And basked his scaly circles in the sun. 
Upon his spear the soldier leant, and kept 
His idle watch ; and as his drowsy dream 
Was broken by the solitary foot 
Of some poor mendicant, he raised his head 
To curse him for a tributary Jew, 
And slumberously dozed on. 

'Twas now high noon ; 
The dull, low murmur of a funeral 
Went through the city — ^the sad sound of feet 
Unmixed with voices — and the sentinel 
Shook off his slumber, and gazed earnestly ' 
Up the wide street, along whose paved way 
The silent throng crept slowly. They came on 
Bearing a body heavily on its bier ; 
And by the crowd, that in the burning sun 
Walked with forgetful sadness, 'twas of one 
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Mourned with uncommon sorrow. The broad gate 
Swung on its hinges ; and the Roman bent 
His spear-point downwards as the bearers passed 
Bending beneath their burden. There was one, 
Only one mourner. Close beside the bier, 
Crumpling the pall up in her withered hands. 
Followed an aged woman. Her short steps 
Faltered with weakness, and a broken moan 
Fell from her lips, thicken'd convulsively 
As her heart bled afresh. The pitying crowd 
Followed apart, but no one spoke to her. 
She had no kinsman ; she had lived alone — 
A widow with one son. He was her all — 
The only tie she had in the wide world — 
And hers was dead. They could not comfort her. 
Jesus drew near to Nain, as from the gate 
The funeral came forth. His lips were pale 
With the noon's sultry heat. The beaded sweat 
Stood thickly on His brow ; and on the worn 
And simple latchets of His sandals lay 
Thick the white dust of travel. He had come 
Since sunrise from Capernaum, staying not 
To wet His lips by green Bethsaida's pool. 
Nor wash His feet in Kishon's silver springs, 
Nor turn Him southward upon Tabor's side 
To catch Gilboa's light and spicy breeze. 
Gennesaret stood cool upon the east, 
Fast by the sea of Galilee, and there 
The weary traveller might bide till eve ; 
And on the alders of Bethulia's plain 
The grapes of Palestine hung bright and wild ; 
Yet turned He not aside, but, gazing on 
From every swelling mount, he saw afar 
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(©tfgiral.) 
FAMILY WOKSHIP. 

A. B. C. 



Hast thou forgot thy home, 

Child of a heaven-distinguished land ? 

And does there seldom come 

The mem'ry of thy distant household band ? 

Stay — I will touch a spring — 

A secret, hidden string, 

Which shall the train of buried thought command. 

Though many a trait hath power 

To make thy kindUng bosom thrill, 

Yet there's one holy hour, 

Which to recal, wakes sweeter memories still — 

The hour that used to bear 

The murmuring swell of prayer, 

From thy hearth-altar to the heav'nly hiU. 

Yes ! summon back the scene ! 

There was the Book of life outspread, 

And o'er the page did lean 

With searching eye and gravely-bending head, 

The parent so revered. 

So justly loved and feared. 

In whose pure walk each precept high was read. 
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There was a lovely group 

Of young fair forms with serious mien ; 

As evening flow'rets droop 

Their dew-filled cups towards their leafy screen. 

So these young heads did bow, 

While on each thoughtful brow 

The stillness of devotion reign'd serene. 

How holy and how sweet 

These mingling voices rose on high ! 

Say, canst thou now repeat 

Some oft-sung portion of their psalmody ? 

And if some voice is gone — 

Perchance the sweetest one, 

Doth its soft echo in thy bosom lie ? 

How earnest was the tone 

Of pleading, from that roof that rose 

Constant to Mercy's throne, 

At morning's dawn, and even's shadowy close ! 

Thou hadst a deep, fond part 

Within each wrestling heart, — 

How deep, alone the God of prayer knows. 

Art thou a man of pray'r ? 

Does worship hallow thine abode ? 

Have manhood's years of care 

Been sweeten'd by the service of thy God ? 

Or hast thou cast away 

The soft restraints that lay 

Upon thy soul, thus train'd in virtue's road ? 

K it indeed be so. 

What grave and sad upbraiding lies 
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In thoughts of childhood now ! 

And when the well-mark'd Bible meets thine eyes, 

Gift of a father's love. 

Ere thou wert doomed to rove, 

How thickly crowd the accusing memories ! 

Oh, yield thee to the grasp 

Of bonds so tenderly entwined ! 

Oh, let them round thee clasp, 

The fair impressions of thy youth to bind ! 

Then may each earnest plea. 

Urged at the throne for thee. 

In those past hours, a full acceptance find. 

Hast thou a happy hearth ? 

Then to thy God the altar rear ! 

Hie loveliest sight on earth, 

Is a whole family assembled there ; 

There swell Jehovah's praise. 

In those heart-stirring lays, 

To homes of Scotland so supremely dear ! 

Then to a holier home 

Whose gathered households ne'er divide, 

Thou — ^thou and thine shall come. 

And in the light of God's own face abide ! 

There shall your voices rise 

In loftier harmonies, 

Than those which rung around your home firenridt 
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THERE IS A TONGUE IN EVERY LEAF! 



CAROLINE 80UTHET. 



There is a tongue in every leaf! 

A voice in every rill ! 
A voice that speaketh everywhere, 
In flood and fire, through earth and air, 

A tongue that's never still ! 

Tis the Great Spirit, wide difiused 

Through every thing we see. 
That with our spirits communeth 
Of things mysterious — ^life and Death, 
Time and Eternity ! 

I see Him in the blazing sun. 

And in the thunder-cloud ! 
I hear Him in the mighty roar 
That rusheth through the forests hoar, 

When winds are piping loud. 
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I see Him, hear Him, everywhere, 

In all things — darkness, light. 
Silence, and sound ; but most of all. 
When slumber's dusky curtains fall, 
At the dead hour of night. 

I feel Him in the silent dews, 

By grateful earth betrayed ; 
I feel Him in the gentle showers. 
The soft south wind, the breath of flowers, 
The sunshine and the shade. 

And yet (ungrateful that I am !) 

Tve turned in sullen mood 
From all these things, whereof He said. 
When the great whole was finished. 

That they were " very good !" 

My sadness on the loveliest things 

Fell like unwholesome dew. 
The darkness that encompassed me. 
The gloom I felt so palpably. 

Mine own dark spirit threw. 

Yet He was patient-— slow to wrath, 
Though every day provoked 

By selfish, pining discontent, 

Acceptance cold or negligent. 
And promises revoked. 
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And still the same rich feast was spread 

For my insensate heart — 
Not always so — I woke again. 
To join Creation's rapturous strain, 

" O Lord, how good Thou art I" 

The clouds drew up, the shadows fled. 

The glorious sun broke out. 
And love, and hope, and gratitude 
Dispelled that miserable mood 
Of darkness and of doubt. 



n2 
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SONNET. 



LADT EMMELINE WORTLET. 



Sweet the low music of the loving rain ! — 
Falling on earth like tears of tenderness, 
To soothe it, and to brighten and to bless, 

To cleanse its very heart from spot and stain ! 

So doth it lave it deeply — till again 

It wears glad hues of promise and fair dress 
Of vernal freshness — while with light caress, 

Drops that descending shower — and not in vain ! 

Then comes the proud sun forth, and soon— behold ! — 

Earth, like an eastern queen, is blazed with gems, 
And cestused with a glistening flood of gold ! 

Such splendours deck the quivering blades and stems ! 
Bright robes of glory clasp her with rich fold ! 

She wears a hundred thousand diadems ! 
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HYMN. 



BISHOP TERBOT. 



We'll think of Thee when springs from eastern ocean 

Betuming day ; 
Well think of Thee when on the wave's soft motion 

The moonbeams play. 

We'll sing Thy goodness when the air breathes sweetness. 

In Spring's soft hour ; 
.And when the hurricane puts forth its fleetness, 

Well own Thy power. 

When worldly cares our rebel hearts are filling, 

Besume Thy throne ; 
Though Satan tempt, and captive sense be willing, 

Keep us Thine own. 

When troubled conscience fills our darken'd spirits 

With thoughts of fear. 
Lord ! let a brighter view of Thy blest merits 

The darkness dear. 

Be thou our God^ and make us Thine for ever 

In service free, 
Nor let created thing have power to sever 

Our souls from Thee. 
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TO MY GOD-CHELD, ON THE DAY OF HIS 
BAPTISM. 



REV. R. C. TRENCH. 



No harsh transitions Nature knows^ 
No dreary spaces intervene ; 

Her work in silence forward goes, 
And rather felt than seen. 



For where the watcher, that, with eye 
Tum'd eastward, yet cotdd ever say 

When the first gleaming in the sky 
First lightened into day ? 

Or maiden, by an opening flower 

That many a summer mom hath stood. 

Could ^ upon the very hour 
It ceased to be a bud ? 



The rainbow colours mix and blend 
Each with the other, until none 

Can tell where fiiinter hues had end, 
And deeper tints begun. 



i 
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But only doth tliis much i^pear — 
That the pale hues are deeper grown : 

The day has broken bright and clear ; 
The bud is fully blown. 

Dear child, and happy shalt thou be. 
If from this hour, with just increase, 

All good things shall grow up in thee 
By such unmark'd degrees. 

If there shall be no dreary space 

Between thy present self and past, 
No dreary miserable place 

With spectral shapes aghast. 

But the full graces of thy prime 

Shall, in their weak beginnings, be 
Lost in an unremember'd time 

Of holy infancy. 

This blessing is the first and best ; 

Yet has not prayer been made in vain 
For them, though not so amply blest. 

The lost and found again. 

And shouldest thou, alas ! forbear 

To choose the better, nobler lot. 
Yet may we not esteem our prayer 

Unheard or heeded not. 
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If after many a wandering, 
And many a devious pathway trod ; 

If, having known that bitter thing, 
To leave the Lord thy God ; 

It yet shall be, that thou at last, 
Although thy noon be lost, return 

To bind life's eve in union fast 
To this, its blessed mom ! 
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(^Hgiiurl.) 

'< Go thy waj forth hj the foottteps of the flock."— 5o(. Song, I. 



A. R. C. 



Shepherd ! Thy voice is sweet and kind, 
My heart has learnt the tone ; 

I long those pleasant paths to find 
Which lead to Thee alone. 

I hear Thy mandate — " Follow me," 

And long my cross to take, 
Forsaking, hating all for Thee — 

To suffer for Thy sake. 

Tell me, BelovM, where Thy sheep 

" Go in and out " to feed ; 
To noontide rest, so still and deep. 

Ah, whither dost Thou lead ? 

Oh ! if I seek that sweet repose, 

A shade beneath the rock, 
My eager soul must follow close 

The footsteps of the flock. 
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Safety attends where'er they tread. 

Eternal life is theirs ; 
Borne on Thy bosom, gently led, 

Thou earriest all their cares. 

Their shepherd Thou, they shall not want, 

Though all is barren here ; 
When for sustaining grace they pant, 

Thou bring'st thy fulness near. 

They walk by faith, and not by sight, 

They trust and follow still. 
Thy word the path, the guide, the light, 

That brings them to Thy hill. 

Though oft on wounding thorns they tread 

And heavy crosses bear. 
That path doth safe to glory lead. 

And Christ's own peace is there. 

May I go forth by that " good way," 

Trod by the saints of old. 
Who dwelt for many a stormy day 

Within Thine earthly fold. 
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MABGABErS HTMN. 



IfABT HOWITT. 



There is a land where beauty cannot fade. 

Nor sorrow dim the eye : 
Where true love shall not droop nor be dismayed, 

And none shall ever die. 

Where is that land — oh, where ? 

For I would hasten there — 

Tell me-— I fain would go. 
For I am wearied with a heavy wo ! 
The beautiful have left me all alone ! 
The true, the tender, from my paths are gone ! 

Oh, guide me with thy hand. 

If thou dost know that land ; 
For I am burden'd with oppressive care, 
And I am weak and fearful with despair ! 

Where is it — ^tell me, where ? 
Thou that art kind and gentle — tell me where ! 

Friend ! thou must trust in Him who trod before 

The desolate paths of life : 
Must bear in meekness, as He meekly bore, 

Sorrow, and pain, and strife ! 

Think how the Son of God 

Those thorny paths hath trod ; 

Think how He long'd to go, 

E 
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Yet tarried out for thee the appointe wo ! 
Think of His weariness in places dim, 
Where no man comforted nor cared for Him ! 

Think of the blood-like sweat 

With which His brow was wet ; 
Yet how He pray'd, unaided and alone, 
In that great agony — « Thy will be done ! " 

Friend, do not thou despair : 
Christ from His heaven of heavens will hear thy prayer. 
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THE ENTRANCE OF ABEL INTO HEAVEN. 



Ten thousand times ten thousand sung 

Loud anthems round the throne. 
When lo ! one solitary tongue 

Began a song unknown — 
A song unknown to angel ears, 
A song that told of banish'd fears, 
Of pardon'd sins, and dried-up tears. 

Not one of all the heavenly host 
Gould these high notes attain, 
But spirits from a distant coast 

United in the strain ; 
Till he who first began the song, 
To sing alone not suffered long, 
Was mingled with a countless throng. 

And still as hours are fleeting by. 

The angels ever bear 
Some newly-ransom'd soul on high, 

To join the chorus there ; — 
And so the song will louder grow, 
Till all, redeemed by Christ below. 
To that fair world of rapture go. 
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No ! tbou'rt a type of restlessness and change- 
Mutation swift of sublunary things — 
Telling that mortals skim life's changeful range, 
Swift as the gull that o'er thy surface wings. 

Thou art the type of fierce and angry strife — 
Bude agitation and contention wild — 
Picture of the tempestuous throes of life — 
The storms that wreck mortality's frail child. 

Thou art the bar, impassable and wide. 
Dividing hearts that with leal thoughts throb high. 
That pine once more to nestle side by side, 
And rest together, were it but to die. 

Fresh though thy billows be, thou art a grave — 
A watery deathbed where ten thousands sleep : 
I hear a requiem in thy groaning wave, 
For those who in thy weed-wrapt caves lie deep. 

I am content there shall be no more sea ! 
For in the home where risen saints shall dwell, 
Death, sorrow, change, and parting cannot be, 
Nor aught remain of former things to tell : 

The love of sinless bosoms ebbs no more — 
No storm invades the still, adoring heart — 
No sweeping tide dissevers shore from shore. 
For they who meet in glory never part. 
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THE REAPER AND THE FLOWERS. 

PBOFSSSOR LONGFELLOW. 



There is a Reaper whose name is Death, 

And with his sickle keen. 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 

And the flowers that grow between. 

^ Shall I have nought that is fair ?" saith he— 
*' Have nought but the bearded grain ? 

Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me, 
I will give them all back again." 

He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes, 

He kiss'd their drooping leaves ; 
It was for the Lord of Paradise 

He bound them in his sheaves. 

" My Lord has need of these flowerets gay," 

The Reaper said, and smiled ; 
** Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

Where He was once a child. 

** They shall all bloom in fields of light, 

Transplanted by my care ; 
And saints upon their garments white, 

These sacred blossoms wear." 
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And the mother gave, in tears and pain, 
The flowers she most did love : 

She knew she should find them all again 
In the fields of light above. 

Oh ! not in cruelty, not in wrath. 
The Beaper came that day ; 

'Twas an angel visited the earth. 
And took the flowers away. 
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THE RHODODENDRON. 



Oem of the Alps ! 'tis strange to trace 

Aught beautiful as thou^ 
Qladdening " the solitary place" 

With unexpected glow. 
Tety bright one ! cold thy bed must be. 
And harsh thy evening lullaby ; — 
Would thou wert planted in the bower 
Which summer weaves for bird and flower ! 
And rock'd to slumber by the gale 
She breathes in yonder sunny vale ! 

Ohy tell me not of valley fair, 

Where sweeter flowerets bloom ; 
I too have sun and healthful air 

In this my mountain home. 
Yet, stranger I doth thy sympathy 
Demand some poor return from me ; 
And what if I, frail lowly thing, 
Such lesson to thine heart might bring, 
That thou, in after hour, should'st bless 
The floweret of the wilderness ? 
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Deem'st thou these snows scarce fitting bower 

For aught so fair as I ? 
Oh, know that One whose will is power 

Has shaped my destiny ; 
He spake me into being— shed 
His sunshine on my Alpine bed ; 
Bade the strong blast which shook the pine 
Pass harmless o'er this head of mine, 
And gently rear'd my early bloom 
"Mid snows which else had been my tomb. 

View in this mountain's frozen breast 

An emblem true of thine, 
So cold, so hard, till on it rest 

A beam of light divine ! 
Feel'st thou this life-inspiring ray ? 
If not— then upward look and pray, 
That He who made these mountain snows 
A cradle for the opening rose, 
Would deep within thine heart embower 
A brighter far than earthly flower ! 
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THE PABTED SISTEBS. 

FRANCES BROWN. 



*' We stand beneath the laden vine, 
From out whose sheltering leaves 

The same broad gleams of hearthlight shine 
That shone on childhood's eves ; 

For round the old home portals twine 
The tendrils summer weaves. 

And safe beneath their kindred shade. 

My children play as once we pla/d. 

" Hark ! how fheir dear light laughter rings 
With tones long pass'd from ours !— 

A voice of unforgotten springs, 
With all their gather'd flowers. 

Back, back upon my soul it brings 
Like sunbursts seen through showers ; 

And one looks on them with the gaze 

Of our lost father's happier days. 

" But memories from thy glance are shed 
To those bright years unknown ; 

How have our parted summers sped ? — 
Around my steps have grown 

The loved ones that replace the dead, 
But thou haat come alone : 
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The home, the household gems are mine — 
Long-parted sister ! where are thine ? ** 

The wanderer brighten'd where she leant 
Agamst that rose-clad wall : 

" My children are the pages sent 
Through cottage, bower, and hall ; 

I hear their voices, still unspent 
By time and distance, fall 

Upon mine ear, with many a tone 

From hearts that love them like mine own. 

'' Oh ! pleasant on mine eAt at first 

Those far-sent echoes stole, 
And glorious were the hopes that nurst 

The children of my soul ! 
It may be that the stream which burst 

So brightly, sought its goal 
Through many shades, but none profound 
As those that human love hath found. 

" They will not meet mine after days 
With souls grown far apart ; 

They will not come from life's highways. 
The worn, the changed of heart; 

I will not find one withering trace 
Of Time's destroying art 

Upon them, but the blooin that caught 

Its freshness from my mom of thought. 

" They will not fill my prayers like those, 
The parted, whose long loss 
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Hath gul& that love can never dosoi 

And only memory cross ; 
Between their steps and mine there grows 

No desert, where the dross 
Of time, or pride, or wrath may build 
Their barriers o'er affections ohill'd* 

** The flowers of many a far dream bloom» 

The turtle hath its mate, 
Still in the shadow of my home, 

But all alone and late 
O'er parting waves and years I come, 

Tet come not desolate ; 
But rich in many a wreath and ray 
Won from bright summits far away. 

** And yet I see the home-fire bum. 

Ev'n as it bum'd of yore ; 
How will this household scene return 

Upon me, as the shore 
Of some once-trodden ocean bourne, 

The mariner no more 
May reach, still rises on his dreams, 
With all its glorious trees and streams ! 

" There might have been unsounded depths 

Of love, perchance of tears. 
Found in this voiceless heart that sleeps 

Beneath the ice of years ; 
But darkly rise the pathless steeps 

Life's wayward fortune rears, 
From hope, but not from sight to part 
The unreach'd havens of the heart. 
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'^ Siflter I I bless thy home of love, 
Thy children's gladdeidiig cheer. 

The vine that bends so rich above^ 
The hearth that shines so dear ; 

To its lost light will memory rove 
Far backward many a year, 

And find the same bright faces met, 

And roses round the portals yet. 

«* The songs my spirit pour'd may flow 

From young lips in its light, 
The groves that gave their themes may grow 

Green in my kindred's sight ; 
But never may the minstrel know 

A hearth and home made bright 
By the pure lights of love that shine 
Beneath this lowly roof of thine.** 
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MEETING IN HEAVEN. 



Tes, we shall meet ! We part in tears 
That dim our feeble, earthly sight, 

Tet through their veil a scene appears 
Of joy unutterably bright : 

It is the land where we shall dwell. 

And never say again. Farewell ! 

Tes, we shall meet ! We part in night, 

But it is hasting fast away. 
And at the dawn of morning light, 

Together we shall hail the day : 
It is the day whose sun shall rise 
To set no more in yonder skies. 

Yes, we shall meet ! We part on shores 
Where all as exiled strangers roam, 

But open'd soon shall be the doors 
Of our eternal happy home : 

It is the home where we shall rest. 

With all om Father's children blest. 

Tes, we shall meet ! We part in sighs 
Which echo from each throbbing breast, 

But on the ear of faith arise 

Our future songs of triumph blest : 

They are the songs whose strains shall be 
Be-echo'd through eternity. 
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FAREWELL WISHES. 



MABY L. BUKCAK. 



Since o'er the wave thy Father's mandate calls thee. 
And bids thee seek thy home in climes afar. 

Sweet brother ! part in peace ; whate'er befall thee, 
Still may His presence be thy guiding star, 

To point with heavenly light thy pilgrim-way, 

And shine with warning love when thou would'st stray. 

Trusting we yield thee to the mighty ocean. 
For " in the hollow of His hand " it lies, 

And on its bosom vast, with meek devotion, 
Thoult look from its calm wave to calmer skies, 

And bless the love that reigns in every clime — 

The God who fills the universe suUime. 

When Albion's shores, from thy strain'd gaze receding, 

Are fading in the dim uncertain haze, 
And sad affection is thy spirit leading 

Back to the beauteous home of former days. 
Oh r may a voice Divine be in thine ear, 
" Fear not ! thou'rt still at home— thy God is near !" 

Should languor come, thy gentle frame oppressing, 
And tremble in thine eye the silent tear. 
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That now no more thou hear'st a parent's blessing, 

Nor tender words that sickness' self could cheer, — 
Be Jesus' sheltering banner o'er thee spread. 
His everlasting arms support thy head ! 

Should'st thou in spirit to thy home returning, 

Behold the lessened circle sigh for thee, 
And each with mournful love and ardour burning, 

For thee, retiring, bend the suppliant knee,—* 
May Faith's assurance soothe thy soul to rest, 
" Their prayers are heard — ^thou shalt be surely blest ! " 

With thine our prayers shall rise, to heaven ascending, 
Nor seas nor farthest space a barrier prove. 

And at the shrine of Mercy sweetly blending. 
Shall find acceptance through redeeming love ; 

In lands remote our parted course may run. 

But nought can sever hearts in Christ made one. 

How bright has been our hope to see thee feeding 

Els little flock in these our quiet vales ; 
With watchful care the faint and wounded leading 

To living streams whose water never fails ; 
Aiding the feeble from the dust to rise — 
A man of God— a herald of the skies I 

But go ! Heaven's blessing on thy path attending. 
Where Nature's glories shine on frozen hearts ; 

And as the sun, the veil of darkness rending, 
His morning splendour o'er creation darts, 

May gospel beams difluse resplendent day. 

To guide the hapless flock that darkling stray. 

e2 
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How beautiful on earth's dark hills appearing, 
Day's harbinger, the messenger of peace ! 

How sweet his earnest voice the wanderer cheering, 
That tells of mom arising, ne'er to cease ! — 

Bear thou those tidings o'er the heaving main, 

And tum'd to songs shall be our parting pain. 
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THE SNOWDBOP, 

SUGGESTED BT THE DISCOVERT OF ONE OK KEW-TEAR's DAT. 
ROSAMOND. 



Ah ! first and fairest flower of spring, 

Hail to thy silver ray ! 
Surely some gentle spirit dwells 
Beneath the shadow of thy bells, 
And shields thee by its fairy spells 

From the cold wintry day. 

Sweet harbinger of gentler gales, 

Hail, bright and lovely gem ! 
When earth is desolate and drear. 
Thou eom'st the wintry waste to cheer ; 
The first and fairest to appear 

In Flora's diadem. 

Emblem of hope ! thou tellest us 

Of sunny days to come ; 
Though o'er us now the storm-cloud lowers, 
Tou bid us think of happy hours, 
Which wait us in the blissful bowers 

Of our bright future home. 
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Yes ! we may leam of thee, sweet flower. 

To bear life's chilling blast ; 
For sacred hope will still illume 
Our path, though it be one of gloom, 
Which leads us through the silent tomb 
To God and Heaven at last ! 
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(tfdgiiiKl.) 

STANZAS. 



"Tnj foot ib» peaM of JeniMl«m ; thej ahAll protptr tbat lore thM.*— 
PMlm cxzii. 6, 



GERTRUDE. 



Prat for Jerasalem's peace ! for she hath pray'd 
Before her glory in the dust was laid. 
That Jew and Gentile both alike might know 
The blessings promised to the saints below. 

Pray for Jerusalem ! 'tis the Lord's command ! 
Extending now His wonder-working hand. 
To bring the showers of mercy from above 
On those who bear to Israel holy love. 

Pray for Jerusalem ! — ^pray : cease not to plead, 
Before the throne of grace, for Abram's seed, 
That streams of peace an^ joy may there be found 
Whence flowed the first pure streams of life around. 

Pray for Jerusalem, that her sons may claim 
An interest in their dear Redeemer's name, 
And in that halloVd spot where Jesus died, 
With one consent confess the Crucified ! 
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Pray for Jerusalem^ that with faithful care 
Her pastors may the Qospel message bear> 
And the chief Shepherd may for ever keep 
His watchful eye o'er Israel's scatter'd sheep. 

Christian ! for Salem pray on bended knee, 
With heart pour'd out for her prosperity ; 
And whilst the God of Israel you address, 
Right onward to the Heavenly City press. 
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SAMUEL PRATmO. 

A WELL-KNOWN PRINT AFTBR RBTK0LB8. 
DR uuus. 



Upon his knees, with reverent air. 

The youthful Prophet bends ; 
While from his parting lips the prayer 

To Israel's God ascends : 
His father's God, he loves to claim 
An interest in that halloVd name. 

He prays that all his nation's guilt 
May be, through grace, forgiven ; 

And that the blood on altar spilt 
May make their peace with Heaven, 

Through One, who, from all else conceal'd, 

Is to his mental eye reveal'd. 

Tes! in the vista dark and dim 

Of slow-revolving years, 
In human guise, a child like him, 

The son of God appears ; 
And dies on earth a death of pain, 
A sinless lamb for sinners slain. 
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'Tis this which bids that youthful cheek 

With joy celestial glow ; 
'Tis this which makes each feature speak 

Of more than mortals know ; 
And to the pictured semblance gives 
The air of one who breathes and Uves. 

Pray on, fair boy ! and at the sight 
Of that sweet form of thine. 

May our devotion wax more bright, 
Our fervour more Divine ! 

And each, in spirit pure and mild. 

Become, like thee, a little child ! 
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THE WIFE'S ADIEU- 



REV. T. DALE. 



I SOAR to the realms of the bright and the blest, 
Where the mourner is still, and the weary at rest ; 
I rise to my glories, whilst thou must remain 
In the dark vale of tears, to reproach and to pain. 

And hence, though my heart throbs exultant to die, 
And visions of glory unfold to mine eye, 
The bosom that struggles and pants to be free 
Still cleaves to the dust with affection for thee. 

I dread not another, more fond and more fair, 
When I am forgotten, thy fortunes should share ; 
Oh I find but a bosom devoted as mine, 
And my heart's choicest blessing for ever be thine ! 

I fear lest the stroke which now rends us apart, 
From the faith of the Saviour should sever thy heart ; 
Lest seeking in anguish relief firom despair. 
The vain world should lure thee to look for it there. 



122 POETIC PBIBM. 

But oh ! shovid it tempt thee awhile to resign 
A treasure so precious, a life so divine — 
Should the light of His glory be hidden from thee. 
In the hour of thy darkness, oh, think upon me ! 

Remember the hope that enlivens me now, 
Though the damps of the conflict are cold on my brow- 
The faith that has nerved me in transport to see 
The hour of my doom, though it tears me from thee ! 
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VICTORIA'S TEARS. 



ELIZABETH BASBETT BBOWKING. 



« MAIDEN, heir of kings, 

A king has left his place ; 
The majesty of death has swept 

All other from his face. 
And thou, upon thy mother's breast, 

No longer lean adown, 
But take the glory for the rest, 
And rule the land that loves thee best" 

The maiden wept ; 
She wept to wear a crown ! 

They deck'd her courtly halls — 

They rein'd her hundred steeds — 
They shouted at her palace gate, 

" A noble Queen succeeds ! " 
Her name has stirr'd the mountains' sleep, 

Her praise has fill'd the town : 
And mourners, God had stricken deep, 
Look'd hearkening up, and did not weep. 

Alone she wept, 
Who wept to wear a crown ! 
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She saw no purple shine, 

For tears had dimm'd her eyes : 
She only knew her childhood's flowers 

Were happier pageantries. 
And while the heralds play'd their part 

For million shouts to drown — 
" God save the Queen !" from hill to mart — 
She heard through all her beating heart, 

And tum'd and wept ; 
She wept to wear a crown. 

God save thee, weeping Queen ! 

Thou shalt be well beloved ; 
The tyrant's sceptre cannot move 

As those pure tears have moved 
The nature in thine eyes we see 

Which tyrants cannot own — 
The love that guardeth liberties : 
Strange blessing on the nation lies, 

Whose. sovereign wept — 
Yea wept — ^to wear its crown. 

God bless thee, weeping Queen ! 

With blessing more divine ; 
And fill with better love than earth's 

That tender heart of thine ; 
That when the thrones of earth shall be 

As low as graves, brought down, 
A piercM hand may give to thee 
A crown which angels shout to see : 

Thou wilt not weep 
To wear that heavenly crown ! 
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THE RAISING OF LAZARUS. 



MRS ABDT. 



Saviour of peace, of mercy, and affection ! 

Great was thy might to succour and to save, 
When Bethany's sad sisters in dejection 

Led thee to weep upon their brother's grave. 
Thy word was spoken : they beheld in wonder 

That blessed word reverse the spoiler's doom ; 
Thy presence broke the bands of death asunder. 

Thy voice restored the tenant of the tomb. 

Lord, though to serve thee humbly we endeavour. 

We may not hope such bounties to attain ; 
We lay our loved ones in the grave for ever. 

Nor shall they rise to mortal life again ;— > 
Yet may we each recall, in heavy sadness, 

Some friends for whom our secret tears are shed ; 
Lord, convert our sorrow into gladness — 

Raise, we implore, the spiritually dead ! 

The boon of life they seemingly inherit. 
And in the crowd they bear an active part ; 

But frozen is the dull and joyless spirit, 

Grace has not touch'd the cold and languid heart. 
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They deem thy holy word a law of rigour ; 

Thy name from them no adoration wins ; 
They move in outward healthfulness and vigour, 

Tet are they dead in trespasses and sins. 

Lord ! to our fond and tender prayers restore them ; 

Teach them to feel thy greatness and thy worth ; 
Spread thy divine and holy influence o'er them, 

As when thou saidest, " Lazarus, come forth !" 
He came, in gratitude the boon confessing. 

That call'd him back to scenes of earthly strife ; 
Oh ! grant to those we love a dearer blessing — 

Call them from death unto eternal life! 
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i 

I SPRING HYMN. 

DELTA. 



How pleaaant is the opening year ! 

The clouds of winter melt away ; 
The flowers in beauty re-appear ; 

The songster carols from the spray ; 
Lengthens the more refulgent day ; 

And bluer glows the arching sky ; 
All things around us seem to say, 

" Christian, direct thy thoughts on high ! ' 

In darkness, through the dreary length 

Of winter, slept both bud and bloom ; 
But Nature now puts forth her strength, 

And starts, reneVd, as from the tomb. 
Behold an emblem of thy doom, 

O man ! a star hath shone to save, 
And morning yet shall re-illume 

The midnight darkness of the grave ! 
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Yet ponder well, how then shall break 

The dawn of second life on thee ; 
Shalt thou to hope, to bliss awake ? 

Or vainly strive God's wrath to flee ? 
Then shall pass forth the dread decree. 

That makes or weal or wo thine own : 
Up and to work ! Eternity 

Must reap the harvest Time has sown. 
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(0tij|(lUlI«) 

THE MOUNT OF OLIVES. 
▲. R. c. 



It is a consecrated place, 

Where solemn thoughts and memories dwell, 
Where lingers many a tender trace, 

The tale of wondrous love to tell. 

Tes ! from that still and holy ground 
What visions greet the spirit's eye ! 

What tones are in the whispering sound 
Of branches, and the wind's low sigh. 

Thou lonely mount ! the Son of God 

Oft rested on thy shady side ; 
How oft by Cedron's marge He trod 

With those on whom His love relied. 

Oft, when thy leaves' dim shadowy green 
Shone silvery in the midnight ray, 

He sought thy solitude unseen. 

And watch'd in prayer till rise of day. 

Unfelt, the chilling night-drops stole 
Around His head, so meekly bow'd, 

While He sustain'd His human soul 
In near communion with His God. 
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Twas 'neath that hush'd and solemn gloom. 
Surrounded by the listening band. 

He spake the bloody city's doom, 
And prophesied her hour at hand. 

'Twas there at even's closing hour, 
Within the garden's dewy shade, 

While darkness held a transient power, 
He sank, to sinners' hands betray'd. 

The scene is fresh : the torch's gleam — 
The Roman and the Pharisee— 

The mingled crowd by Cedron s stream— 
The meek surrender — " I am he ! " 

There, too, His ns^i steps were bent. 
And there was His last blessing given. 

While saints beheld His bright ascent, 
And angels led their faith to heaven. 

Fair Mount ! thy light seems pass'd away^ 
In time's receding distance set ; 

But there shall dawn a brighter day, 
And glory rest on Olivet ! 

We may not pierce the veil that shrouds 
The vista of appointed years. 

Yet He shall " surely come " with cloudy 
And we shall live when He appears. 
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SONNET.— THE GRAVE. 



Rl&Y. C. STRONG. 



Fassiko the indosure where the dead repose, 
I saw, in sable weeds, a gentle pair, 
Lingering with fond regard at evening's close, 
Beside a little grave fresh swelling there. 

Silent they stood — serene their thoughtful air ; 
There fell no tear, no vain complaint arose ; 
Faith seem'd to prompt the unutterable prayer, 
And to their view the eternal home disclose. 

Next Sabbath brought me where the flow^et lay, 

Record of high descent the marble bore, 

Heir of a noble house, and only stay ; 

And these words gather'd from the Bible's store — 

" The Lord hath giv'n, the Lord hath ta'en away ; 

His holy name be blessed evermore I " 



132 POETIC PRISM. 



THE POWER OF FAITH. 
/Luke xvii. 5. 

REV. W. H. BATHURST. 



Oh ! for a faith that will not shrink. 

Though pressed by many a foe, 
That will not tremble on the brink 

Of poverty or wo ; 

That will not murmur nor complain 

Beneath the chastening rod, 
But in the hour of grief and pain 

Can lean upon its God ! 

A faith that shines more bright and clear 

When tempests rage without ; 
That when in danger knows no fear. 

In darkness feels no doubt ; 

That bears, unmoved, the world's dread frown. 

Nor heeds its scornful smile ; 
That sin's wild ocean cannot drown, 

Nor its soft arts beguile ; 
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A faith that keeps the narrow way 
Till life's last spark is fled, 

And with a pure and heavenly ray 
Lights up a dying bed. 

Lord ! give me such a faith as this ! 

And then, whatever may come, 
I taste e'en now the hallow'd bliss 

Of an eternal home. 
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THE MARRIAGE VOW. 



Speak it not lightly ! 'tis a holy thing, 

A bond enduring through long distant years, 

When joy o'er thine abode is hovering. 

Or when thine eye is wet with bitterest tears ; 

Recorded by an angel's pen on high, 

And must be questioned in e^^mity I 

Speak it not lightly ! though the young and gay 
Are thronging round thee now with tones of mirth ; 

Let not the holy promise of to-day 

Fade with the clouds that with the mom have birth, 

But ever bright and sacred may it be 

Stored in the treasure-cell of memory. 

Life will not prove all sunshine : there will come 
Dark hours for all ! Oh, will ye, when the night 

Of sorrow gathers thickly round your home. 
Love as ye did, in times when calm and bright 

Seem'd the sure path ye trod untouch'd by care. 

And deem'd the future, like the present, fair? 
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Eyes that now beam with health may yet grow dim, 
And cheeks of rose forget their early glow, 

Languor and pain assail each active limb, 

And lay perchance some worshipp'd beauty low ; 

Then will ye gaze upon the alter'd brow, 

And love as fondly, faithfully as now ? 

Should fortune frown on your defenceless head, 
Should storms overtake your bark on life's dark sea, 

Fierce tempests rend the sail so gaily spread 
When Hope her syren strain sang joyously, 

Will ye look up, though clouds your sky o'ercast, 

And say — " Together we will 'bide the blast ?" 

Age with its silvery locks comes stealing on. 

And brings the tottering step, the furroVd cheek, 

The eye from which each lustrous gleam is gone, 
And the pale lip with accents low and weak ; 

Will ye then think upon your life's gay prime, 

And, smiling, bid love triumph over time ? 

Speak it not lightly ! Oh, beware, beware ! 

'Tis no vain promise, no unmeaning word ; 
Lo ! tbenL and angels list the faith ye swear. 

And by the High and Holy One 'tis heard. 
Oh, then, kneel humbly at His altar now, 
And pray for strength to keep the " Marriage Vow !" 
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"JESUS WEPT." 



Draw near, ye weary, boVd, and broken-hearted, 
Ye onward travellers to a peaceful bourne ! 

Ye from whose path the light hath all departed ; 
Ye who are left in solitude to mourn ! 

Though o'er your spirits hath the storm-cloud swept, 

Sacred are sorrow's tears since " Jesus wept/* 

The bright and spotless heir of endless glory 
Wept for the woes of those He came to save ; 

And angels wonder'd when they heard the story. 
That He who conquer'd death wept o'er the grave ; 

For 'twas not when His lonely watch He kept 

In dark Gethsemane that " Jesus wept." 

But with the friends He loved, whose hope had perish'd, 
The Saviour stood, and through His bosom rush'd 

A tide of sympathy for those He oherish'd, 

While from His eyes the burning tear-drop gush'd ; 

And bending o'er the tomb where Lazarus slept, 

In agony of spirit " Jesus wept." 

Lo ! Jesus' power the sleep of death has broken. 
And wiped the tear from sorrow's drooping eye ; 

Look up, ye mourners ! hear what He hath spoken, 
" He that believes in me shall never die ! " 

Through faith and love your spirits shall be kept: 

Hope brighter grew on earth when " Jesus wept." 



POBTIO PRISM. 137 



(AHginaL) 
STANZAS, 



OH 8IBI5A LAID THE ftBST BTOHBS OF TWO SMALL CHVRCHBB, BDVCB BUILT 

AT RsmriHoToir and swat, hbab LramroTOK, haxpsiiirb. 



CAROLINE fiOUTHET. 



OiJ this day's purpose, Lord ! 
Send down Thy blessing — • 
Hear thou the suppliant hearts 
Thy throne addressing — 
Let Thy light shine on this appointed place, 
And perfect our imperfect work through grace. 

FuU well, O Lord ! we know 

That temples made with hands 
Thou needest not, whose power 
Creation spans ; 
Yet dwellest oft in shrines — not wroughten gold- 
But some poor humble heart of human mould. 

F 2 
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But Thou hast pledged Thy word, 

Where two or three 
Are gathered in Thy name, 
Thyself wilt be : 
Thenoe we discern, by Faith's far-stretching eye, 
Thy presence in the future sanctuary. 

Therefore we lay this stone, 

And humbly pray, 
Be with us, Lord ! and. with 
Our act this day — 
Be with their hearts and counsels who direct, 
And with the builder's hand, Almighty Architect ! 

But chiefly be with those 

Shall hither come. 
When consecrated stands 
The finish'd dome : 
On all, O Father ! let Thy spirit rest- 
People and priest — on all — ^in every breast. 

On this day's purpose, Lord! 
Send down Thy blessing — 
Hear thou the suppliant hearts 
Thy throne addressing — 
Let Thy light shine on this appointed place, 
And perfect our imperfect work through grace^ 
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THE ORDINATION. 



MRS SIOOURNET. 



Up to thy Master's work ! for thou art sworn 
To do his bidding, till the hand of death 
Strike off thine armour. — Thy deep vow denies 
To hoard earth's gold, or truckle for its smile, 
Or bind its blood-stain'd laurel on thy brow. 

A nobler field is thine. — The soul ! the soul ! 
That is thy province, — that mysterious thing, 
Which hath no limit from the walls of sense — 
No chill from hoary time — ^with pale decay 
No fellowship ; but shall stand forth unchanged, 
Unscath'd amid the Besurrection fires, 
To bear its boundless lot of good or ill. 
And dost thou take authority to aid 
This pilgrim-essence to a throne in heaven 
Among the glorious harpers, and the ranks 
Of radiant seraphim and cherubim ? 

Thy business is with that which cannot die, 
Whose subtle thought the untravell'd universe 
Spans on swift wing, from slumbering ages sweeps 
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Their buried treasures, scans the vault of heaven, 

Poises the orbs of light, points boldly out 

Their trackless pathway through the blue expanse, 

Foils the red comet in its flaming speed, 

And aims to read the secrets of its God. 

Yet thou, a son of clay, art privileged 

To make thy Saviour's image brighter still 

In this majestic soul ! 

Give God the praise 
That thou art counted worthy ; and lay down 
Thy lip in dust. — Bethink thee of its loss ; 
For He whose sighs on Olivet, whose pangs 
On Calvary, best speak its priceless worth, 
Saith that it may be lost. Should it sin on 
Till the last hour of grace and penitence 
Is meted out, ah I what would it avail 
Though the whole world, with all its pomp, and power. 
And plumage, were its own ? What were its gain 
If the brief hour-glass of this life should fail, 
And leave remorse no grave — despair, no hope ? 

— Up, blow thy trumpet, sound the loud alarm 
To those who sleep in Zion. Boldly warn 
To 'scape their condemnation, o'er whose head 
Age after age of misery hath roll'd ; 
Who from their prison-house look up and see 
Heaven's golden gate— and to its watchmen cry 
" What of the night?" while the dread answer falls 
With fearful echo down the unfathom'd depths — 
« Eternity ! " 

Should one of those lost souls 
Amid its tossings utter forth thy name. 
As one who might have pluck'd it from the pit. 
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Thou man of God ! would there not be a burst 
Of tears in Heaven ? 

Oh ! live the life of prayer, 
The life of faith in the meek Son of God, 
The life of tireless labour for his sake ; 
So may the Angel of the Covenant bring 
Thee to thy home in bliss, with many a gem 
To glow for ever in thy Master's crown. 
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AUTUMNAL HYMN. 

KEY. H. F. LYTE. 



The leaves around me falling 

Are preaching of decay ; 
The hollow winds are calling, 

" Come, pilgrim, come away ! " 
The day, in night declining, 

Says, I must too decline ; 
The year its life resigning — 

Its lot foreshadows mine. 

The light my path surrounding, 

The loves to which I cling, 
The hopes within me bounding. 

The joys that round me wing — 
All melt like stars of even 

Before the morning's ray, 
Pass upwards into heaven. 

And chide at my delay. 

The Mends gone there before me 
Are calling me from high, 

And joyous angels o'er me 
Tempt sweetly to the sky : 
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" Why wait,** they say, " and wither 

'Mid scenes of death and sin ? 
Oh, rise to glory hither, 

And find true life begin ! " 

I hear the invitation, 

And fain would rise and come — 
A sinner, to salvation, 

An exile to his home : 
But while I here must linger, 

Thus, thus let all I see 
Point on, with faithful finger, 

To heaven, O Lord, and Thee ! 
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TO THE MAGDALEN. 



SAMUEL M. WARING. 



Yes, weep ! O woman, frail and fair ; 

Though tears that fall so fast, 
Amid that bright up-braided hair. 

Can ne'er efface the past ; 

Though other drops, whose power divine . 

Can wash thy stains away, 
Must plead e'en more than tears like thine. 

More holy still than they. 

Had He who pardons bid thee bring 

Those tears His love to buy, 
That word had ne'er unseal'd the spring 

That fills thy streaming eye. 

Ah ! 'twas not Sinai's flash that taught 

That frozen fount to glow ; 
No ; milder, mightier rays it caught, 

And lo ! the waters flow. 

Pour then thine odours — ^pour, and see 

In Him on whom they fall, 
The vase of clay that holds for thee 

Balm costlier far than all. 
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More fragrant unction on that brow 
I Bests where his Father smiled : 

I He bears a brother's name ! for thou — 

Thou, too, art call'd a child. 

Oh, wondrous ! pour a heaven of tears ! 

When sin's erased above, 
How dark that record torn appears 

In the full light of love ! 



146 POETIC PRISM. 



MISSIONARY HYMN.— REV. XIV. 6. 



M. A. BARBER. 



Far where the barren lands 

Are whitening round the Pole, 
And where on Tropic sands 

The glistening waters roll, 
Each kindred, people, race. 

That sit in darkness, hear 
The Gospel words of grace 

Thrill through each opening ear. 

Hark ! in the heathen tongue 

The word of God is read. 
The praise of Christ is sung. 

The prayer of faith is said ! 
The soft Taheitan speech 

Hath caught the joyful sound — 
On fair Owyhee's beach 

Spreads the glad message round. 

The Negro's willing feet 
O'er many a hill have trod, 
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And many a plain, to meet 
The messengers of God. 

A voice round Brahma's fane 
Hath shak'n the idol there — 

What is that gifted strain ? 
The voice of Christian prayer. 

And thou, whose kindling thought 

Still counts each lingering hour, 
Till all the earth be brought 

To own thy Saviour's power — 
Perchance thou canst not ask 

O'er lands and seas to roam ; 
Thine is another task, 

Thy mission is at home ! 

Is there no cottage near 

Where never yet was heard. 
In accents plain and clear, 

The soul-awakening word ? 
'Mongst thine own people none 

Still far from God and Heaven ? 
Beneath thy roof, not one 

Unblest and unforgiven ? 

Oh, bid them come ! still flows 

The wave of life so pure — 
The tree of Hfe still grows. 

For every woimd a cure : 
Pray for that moment's birth, 

When sin and pain shall cease, 
And all the tribes of earth 

Sit 'neath that tree in peace ! 
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(©rtgteaX.) 

TO A YOUNG LADY ON THE DEATH OF 
HER MOTHER. 

F. D. 



And weep'st thou, maiden, that thy mother's breast, 
Long worn with care, is now at peace for ever. 

That from her God and thine, the spirit blest. 
Nor sin, nor bitterness, nor aught can sever ? 

Weep'st thou, that while 'tis thine to bear with life. 
She hovers on untiring wings above thee. 

To calm perchance, unseen, thy bosom's strife. 

And with e'en more than mother's love to love thee ? 

Say, are the thoughts presiunptuous which assign 
Such glad employ to souls in faith departed ? 

And can no delegated power Divine 

Soothe with a holy peace the broken-hearted ? 
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We know not ; but amidst the varied bliss, 

The unimaginable joys of Heaven, 
Haply some glorious embassy like this 

To mortals, now immortal, may be given. 

And oh, to deem it true ! How speeds the soul 
New light and life and happiness to borrow. 

How bursts enraptured from the world's control, 
And leaves to Earth, Earth's desolating sorrow ! 

The loved, no longer lost, is thine again — 

Her spirit holds with thee a sweet communion — 

She gently bids thee cease to weep in vain. 
And see by faith a yet more hallow'd union ! 
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THE FLIGHT OF TIME. 



LADT EMMEUNE BTUABT WORTLET. 



Moments pass slowly on. 

Years fly apace — 
When shall the wearied one 

Rest from the Eace ? 

Whether we smile or weep, 
Time keeps his flight — 

Hours, days, may seem to creep, 
Life speeds like light ! 

Whether we laugh or groan. 

Seasons change fast ; 
Oh ! what hath ever flown 

Swift as the past ? 

What though we chafe and chide. 

Time holds his pace ; 
No step — no noiseless stride 

Doth he retrace ! 
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Hastening, still hastening on. 

None may deem how ; 
But when 'tb fled and gone — 

Then seems Time slow ? 

Time, while we chide thy pace. 

Reckless and proud. 
Oft doth thy shadowy face 

Laugh from our shroud ! 
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HAGAB m THE DESERT. 



MRS TIGHE. 



Injured, hopeless, faint, and weary, 
Sad, indignant, and forlorn. 

Through the desert wild and dreary, 
Hagar leads the child of scorn. 

Who can speak a mother's anguish. 
Painted in that tearless eye. 

Which beholds her darling languish- 
Languish unrelieved, and die ? 

Lo ! the empty pitcher fails her. 
Perishing with thirst he lies ; 

Death with deep despair assails her. 
Piteous as for aid he cries. 

From the dreadful image flying. 
Wild she rushes from the sight ; 

In the agonies of dying 

Can she see her soul's delight ? 
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Now bereft of every hope» 

Cast upon the burning ground, 
Poor, abandoned soul ! look up ! — 

Mercy have thy sorro¥rs found. 

Lo ! the angel of the Lord 

Comes thy great distress to cheer ; 
Listen to the gracious word. 

See ! Divine relief is near. 

** Care of heaven ! though man forsake thee, 
Wherefore vainly dost thou mourn ? 

From thy dream of wo awake thee, 
To thy rescued child return. 

" Lift thine eyes, behold yon fountain 

Sparkling 'mid those fruitful trees ; 
Lo I beneath yon sheltering mountain. 

Smile for thee green bowers of ease. 

" In the hour of sore affliction, 

God hath seen and pitied thee : 
Cheer thee in the sweet conviction, 

Thou henceforth His care shalt be. 

** Be no more by doubts distress'd, 

Mother of a mighty race ! 
By contempt no more oppressed, 

Thou hast found a resting-place." 

Thus from peace and comfort driven, 

Thou, poor soul, all desolate, 
Hopeless lay, till pitying Heaven 

Found thee in thy abject state. 
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O'er thy empty pitcher mourning, 
'Mid the desert of the world ; 

Thus with shame and anguish burning, 
From thy cherish'd pleasures hurl'd. 

See thy great Deliverer nigh, 

Calls thee from thy sorrow vain — 

Bids thee on His love rely : 
Bless the salutary pain ! 

From thine eyes the mists dispelling, 
Lo ! the well of life He shows — 

In His presence ever dwelling. 
Bids thee find thy true repose. 

Future prospects rich in blessing. 
Open to thy hopes secure ; 

Sure of endless joys possessing. 
Of an heavenly kingdom sure ! 
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A LITTLE WmLE." 



ROBERT KATE GREYILLE. 



" A LITTLE while," and every fear 

That o'er the perfect day 
Flings shadows dark and drear, 

Shall pass like mist away : 
The secret tear — the anxious sigh, 

Shall pass into a smile ; 
Time changes to eternity — 

We only wait " a little while." 

" A little while," and every charm 

That steals away the heart. 
And earthly joys that warm. 

And lure us from our part, 
Shall cease our heavenly view to dim ; 

The world shall not beguile 
Our ever faithful thoughts &om Him 

Who bade us wait ** a little while." 
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" A little wliile," and all around, 

The earth, the sea, the sky. 
The sunny light, and sound 

Of nature's minstrelsy. 
Shall be as they had never been, 

And we so weak and vile 
Be creatures of a brighter scene— 

We only wait " a little while." 
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NATURE A GUIDE AND A REPROVER. 



EDMUND PEEL. 



Oh, FOR a flowing tongue and spirit free 

As air and ocean, wing6d words to pour 
Of love and wonder, singing while they soar, 
To Him who piled yon mountains o'er the sea ! 

O Thou, whose merits are our only plea. 
Whom, teaching by the Galilean shore, 
Men did of old, a faithful few, adore — 
Incline the yearning heart to follow Thee. 

Raise up thy servants with the rising sun 
To join in Nature's universal song ! 
Approve our homage when the day is done ; 

And through the visions of the night prolong 
The triumph of thy victory, dearly won 
O'er wo and pain, and death, a ghastly throng ! 
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THE YOICES AT THE THRONE. 



T. WESTWOOD. 



A LITTLE child, 
A little meek-faced, quiet, village child, 
Sat singing, by her cottage door at eve, 
A low, sweet Sabbath song. No human ear 
Caught the faint melody — ^no human eye 
Beheld the uptum'd aspect, or the smile 
That wreathed her innocent lips the while they breathed 
The oft-repeated burden of the hymn, 
" Praise God ! praise God !'* 

A seraph by the Throne, 
In the full glory, stood. With eager hand 
He smote the golden harpstrings, till a flood 
Of harmony on the celestial air 
Well'd forth, unceasing. Then with a great voice, 
He sang the " Holy, Holy, evermore. 
Lord God Almighty ! " and the eternal courts 
Thrill'd with the rapture, and the hierarchies, 
Angel, and rapt Archangel, throbVd and burn'd 
With vehement adoration. Higher yet 
Rose the majestic anthem, without pause. 
Higher, with rich magnificence of sound. 
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To its full strength ; and still the infinite heavens 

Bang with the " Holy, Holy, evermore ! " 

Till trembling from excess of awe and love, 

Each sceptred spirit sank before the Throne, 

With a mute hallelujah. But, even then. 

While the ecstatic song was at its height. 

Stole in an alien voice — a voice that seem'd 

To float, float upward from some world afar — 

A meek and child-Uke voice, faint, but how sweet ! 

That blended with the seraph's rushing strain, 

Ev'n as a fountain's music with the roll 

Of the reverberate thunder. Loving smiles 

Lit up the beauty of each angel's face 

At that new utterance. Smiles of joy that grew 

More joyous yet, as ever and anon 

Was heard the simple burden of the hymn, 

" Praise God ! praise God ! *' And when the seraph's song 

Had reach'd its close, and o'er the golden lyre 

Silence hung brooding — ^when the eternal courts 

Rang but with echoes of his chant sublime. 

Still through the abysmal space, that wand'ring voice 

Came floating upwards from its world afar — 

StiU murmur'd sweet on the celestial air, 

" Praise God ! praise God ! " 
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ST PETER'S AT ROME. 



** And when he thought thereon, he wept.*' 



< SOLACE OP SONG. 



Who sits, a sceptred monarch in his hall. 
Upheld by Time that makes all others bow ? 

Himself unmoved, though nations rise and fall ; 
No snow-storm shed by ages on his brow ? 

High lot is his ! nor change of rule to know, 

Nor touch of hoary years, as centuries come and go. 

What would ambition more ? Eternal Rome 
Seals with his name the emblems of her pride — 

High in the chamber of her proudest dome, 
In godhead throned his image dare abide ; 

While pilgrims hasten with the offer'd vow. 

And at his feet in low obeisance bow. 
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What would he more ? The world his sceptre owns — 

Aloft from column, cupola, and tower, 
He views ten kingdoms prostrating their thrones, 

Suhmissive to his delegated power. 
The vassal-subjects of his magic name— - 
What would he more to seal a deathless fame ? 

And jet to reign as king he held as naught, 

When from his eye coursed down the bitter tear — 

No longer Earth's magnificence he sought, 
Or fear'd man's face — sin, sin his only fear — 

To latest times he shunn'd not to proclaim 

Jehovah's glory in his own deep shame. 

He braved a vow his Master's head to shield. 
Or lay his own in willing service down- 
He braved a vow the vengeful blade to wield, 
And steel his heart against a people's frown ; 
Yet on his eye when gleam'd the judge's sword, 
He would not own the Saviour for his Lord ! 

Yea, he denied with curses ! — ^thrice the word 
Passed unrebuked his lip, with brazen brow ; 

The Lord of Hosts, he said, was not his Lord, 
Nor cared he the Nazarene to know. 

How in an hour are all his vows entomb'd ! 

Sifted as corn — ^but not as chaff consumed. 

For lo ! the Sufferer turns his wo-worn face, 
And on his servant bends his gentle eye — 

Pity and love blend in that look of grace. 
And to the sinner tell the Saviour nigh — 

He heeded not the deadly fight he fought. 

Nor his heart's pangs — ^his wandering sheep he sought ; 

q2 
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He sought, and found — ^the arrow Peter smote, 
And forth he stept from out the evil hall. 

Bitter the things that 'gainst himself he wrote, 
Deadly his sin, and desperate his fall — 

He wept to tell how grossly Satan lied' — 

Man hath no power to stay his heart of pride. 

Oh, then ! why drag him forth who thus did mourn, 
And wish all self deep buried in his grave ! 

Why bid the crowd besotted toward him turn. 
Their souls to save, his own who could not save ! 

Oh, sight more galling than the lictor's rod. 

The humbled saint uprear'd a brazen god ! 

Bitter the tears ! and let them freely flow. 
For evil was the hand that placed him there ! 

How would he weep to serve the nation's wo. 
By claiming homage in God*s House of Prayer ! 

How weep to see his form, from realms above, 

Stand 'twixt his fellow-man and Jesus' look of love ! 
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TO THE KEY. 



ox THE AlliriTBRttABT OT TBS OPKHIXO OV tT CRVBCH. 



EHMELINE DRUMMOIH). 



A TEAB has pass'd away since first 
Within these courts we stood. 

And gave in humble faith and hope 
This House of Prayer to God. 

And still within these halloVd walls 
Our grateful songs we raise, 

And joy for all His mercies past 
Swells high our note of praise. 

But some since then have pass'd away 

To meet with us no more, 
Who spend an endless Sabbath-day 

Upon a brighter shore ! 

Before another year is past, 
Should we be call'd to die. 

Oh, may each vacant place but mark 
Another fill'd on high ! 
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And here, as each returning day 
We meet for prayer and praise, 

Oh, may the Spirit from above 
Each heart to Jesus raise — 

That those for whom you weep and pray, 

And labour here below, 
May stand in glory by your side, 

Beyond this scene of wo ! 

And long may you within these walls 
The Word of Life make known, 

Until with joy you lay your staff 
Before your Master's throne. 
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SONNET.— ON WINTER. 



DELTA. 



All things around us preach of Death : yet mirth 

Swells the vain heart, darts from the careless eye — 

As if we were created ne'er to die, 
And had our everlasting home on earth ! 
All things around us preach of Death : the leaves 

Drop from the forests — perish the bright flowers — 

Shortens the day's shorn sunlight, hours on hours — 
And o'er bleak sterile fields the wild wind grieves. 
Yes ! all things preach of Death : we're bom to die ; 

We are but waves along Life's ocean driven ; 

Time is to us a brief probation given, 
To fit us for a dread eternity. 
Hear ye, that watch with Faith's unslumbering eye — 

Earth is our pilgrimage, our home is Heaven ! 



166 POETIC PRISM. 



ON THE DEATH OF A DAUGHTER. 



'Tis o'er ! — ^in that long sigh she pass'd : 
Th' enfranchised spirit soars at last ! 

And now I gaze with tearless eye 
On what to view was agony. 
That panting heart is tranquil now, 
And heavenly calm that ruffled brow ; 
And those pale lips which feebly strove 
To force one parting smQe of love, 
Betain it yet — soft, placid, mild, 
As when it graced my living child ! 

Oh ! I have watch'd with fondest care 
To see my opening floweret blow, 

And felt the joys which parents share — 
The pride which fathers only know. 

And I have sat the long, long night. 
And mark'd that tender flower decay — 

Not torn abruptly from the sight. 
But slowly, sadly, waste away ! 



POETIC PRISM. 167 

The spoiler came, yet paused, as though 
So meek a victim checked his arm — 

Half gave and half withheld the blow, 
As forced to strike, yet loath to harm. 



We saw that fair cheek's fading bloom 
The ceaseless canker-worm consume, 
And gazed on hopelessly ; 
Till the mute suffering pictured there 
Wrung from a father's lip the prayer. 
Oh, God ! — the prayer his child might die 



Ay, from his lip ! the rebel heart 
E'en then refused to bear its part. 

But the sad conflict's past — ^'tis o'er ! 
That gentle bosom throbs no more ! 
The spirit's freed: through realms of light 
Faith's eagle glance pursues her flight 
To other worlds, to happier skies. 

Hope dries the tear which sorrow weepeth ; 
No mortal sound the voice which cries, 

*^ The damsel is not dead, but sleepeth ! " 
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THE MARTYRS. 



MBS ABDT. 



Oh, when we read the lives of those 

Who suffered for the faith — 
Their thorny path, their cruel foes, 

Their sharp and bitter death, — 
Should we not hold as empty dross 

Man's favour or his frown. 
So we might bear the martyr's cross, 

And share the martyr's crown ? 

We are not now by duty led 

Such perils to partake ; 
In days like these we need not dread 

The faggot and the stake : 
Alas ! if to the trial call'd, 

How soon might fade our boast ! 
And those in words the least appall'd, 

In deeds might fail the most ! 

Yet in the calm appointed course 

Of every j^assing hour. 
May Christian zeal display its force, 

And Christian faith its power ; 
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Yes ! persecution still can aim 

Its keen envenom'd dart, 
Molesting not the outward frame, 

But striking on the heart. 

The world shall ever chide and mock 

The path by Christians trod ; 
Contempt shall chill, reproach shall shock 

The chosen ones of God : 
And those who to thy will have bow'd, 

O Lord ! in holy awe, 
Shall meet derision firom the proud, 

Because they keep thy law. 

The martyrs suffered cruel pain, 

By enemies oppressed, 
But we our trials may sustain 

From those we love the best ; 
Fond friends may strive our wavering hearts 

From peace and heaven to win, 
And with enticing, stealing arts. 

Lure us to death and sin. 

Yet if in true religion's cause 

Our faith we still proclaim, 
Regarding not the world's applause, 

Nor shrinking from its blame ; 
If on deep prayer and fervent love 

Our proofs of zeal we rest, 
Will not the Lord our truth approve 

Without a fiery test? 
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Few, by a mighty conflict tried, 

Their courage may display ; 
Yet all may hope, revere, conflde, 

liOve, suffer, and obey : 
And God will in a better land 

Beceive them as his own. 
To join the glorious martyr band 

Who stand around his throne. 
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^SEEK AND YE SHALL FIND." 

REY JOHN LATROBE. 



Would you find the Saviour ? 

Seek Him, while 'tis day ; 
Would you have His favour ? 

Take it, while you may* 
Seek Him in the manger. 

Lowly, meek, and mild : 
What should make a stranger 

Of a simple child ? 

Seek Him in lone places, 

In the crowded press ; 
Seek Him in all traces 

Of His sore distress. 
In each dark temptation 

When the storms abound, 
Him, and His salvation 

Seek, and He is found. 
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Seek, where seraph legions 

Loud thanksgivings roll ; 
Seek Him in fall'n regions, 

Throned in the soul ; 
In air, earth, and ocean. 

In each sight and sound. 
In earth's last commotion, 

Seek, and He is found. 
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THE WATEE-LILY. 



^ MORAL OP FLOWERS. 



" The white water-lily expands its blosaoms in the sunshine, and the middle 
of the day only, closing towards evening, when they recline on the surface 
of the water, or sink beneath it." 



Yes ! thou art day's own flower ! For when he's fled, 
Sorrowing thou droop'st beneath the wave thy head, 
And watching, weeping through the livelong night, 
Look'st forth impatient for the dawning light ; 
And as it brightens into perfect day, 
Dost, from the inmost fold, thy breast display. 

Oh ! would that I, from earth's defilements free. 
Could bare my bosom to the light like thee ! 
But, ah ! I feel within a blighting power. 
Marring each grace, like hidden worm the flower ; 
And trembling, shrinking, gladly would I fly 
That " light of light," Jehovah's piercing eye. 
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Tet whither can I go ? Oh, there's a wave, 
Where he who weeps for sin his soul may lave ! 
There would I plunge, and sad, not hopeless, lie 
Waiting the first fair day-spring firom on high ; 
Then, glad emerging £rom the healing stream. 
Welcome, like thee, sweet flower ! the dawning beam. 
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EVENING. 



p. D. 



I GAZED upon the heavena : the evening star 
Appeared an emblem of eternity. 
As beam'd h^r gentle radiance from afar-*- 
Beneath, more glorious image still, the sea 
Waked the same thought with more solemnity. 
Tet these are not eternal — ^but we are ! 
Living in death, yet deathless we shall be, 
Though yon bright azure perish as a scroll, 
And ocean's mighty billovrs cease to roll. 

Oh ! that unfathomably deep abyss 
To which we are all speeding ! Is it dread 
To stand upon its brink — ^to deem that this 
Is but a shadowy life, whose breath is fled 
In a swift moment ? doth the swimming head 
Grow dizzy with the prospect ? or may bliss 
Be oiurs while thinking of the silent dead ? 
Despair perchance to some, 'tis joy to those 
Who on their Saviour's word in hope repose. 
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And what a hope is that ! I look above. 
Where the same orb is floating still on air, 
Bathed in pure light : how eloquent of love! 
Fresh — ^breathed from God — ^how innocently fair ! 
To musing fancy's eye she seems to bear 
Mercy's own impress, which that Holy Dove, 
Once visible to man, hath printed there ; 
So softly, brightly, beautifully glow 
The rays her mirror multiplies below. 

Again I gaze upon the boundless deep : 

In tranquil majesty it meets my view, 

Stirless, unmoved, its waters liiU'd to sleep. 

While peace lies pillow'd on its heavenly blue — 

And tells it not of love and mercy too ? 

Then, Nature's Lord ! though Nature well might weep 

That all thy words of threaten'd wrath are true, 

In thoughts of rapture turns my soul to Thee — 

And oh [ what love — what mercy faith can see I 
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EVENING PRAYER AT A GIRLS' SCHOOL. 



FELICIA HEMANS. 



'* Now In thy youth, beseech of Him 
Who l^reth, upbraiding not, 
That Hia light in thy heart become not dim. 

And HiB love be nnforgot; 
And thy God, in the darkest of daysi win be 
Greennessi and beauty, and strength to thee." 

Bbbhard Barton. 



Hush ! 'tis a holy hour ! The quiet room 

Seems like a temple ; while yon soft lamp sheds 

A faint and starry radiance, through the gloom, 
And the sweet stillness, down on fair young heads. 

With all their clustering locks, untouch'd by care. 

And bow'd, as flowers are bow'd with night, in prayer. 

Gaze on — ^'tis lovely ! Childhood's lip and cheek 
Mantling beneath its earnest brow of thought. 

Gaze ! — ^yet what see'st thou in those fair, and meek. 
And ^gile things, as but for sunshine wrought ? 

Thou see'st what grief must nurture for the sky. 

What death must fashion for eternity ! 

O joyous creatures ! that will sink to rest. 
Lightly when those pure orisons are done. 
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As birds with slumber's honey-dew opprest, 

'Midst the dim folded leaves at set of sun-*- 
Lift up your hearts ! though yet no sorrow lies 
Dark in the summer-heaven of those clear eyes. 

Though fresh within your breasts th' imtroubled springs 
Of hope make melody where'er ye tread, 

And o'er your sleep, bright shadows from the wings 
Of spirits visiting but youth, be spread ; 

Yet in those flute-like voices mingling low. 

Is woman's tenderness — ^how soon her wo ! 

Her lot is on you — silent tears to weep, 

And patient smiles to wear through suffering's hour, 
And sumless riches from affection's deep, 

To pour on broken reeds — a wasted shower ! 
And to make idols, and to find them clay, 
And to bewail that worship — ^therefore, pray ! 

Her lot is on you — ^to be found untired, 
Watching the stars out by the bed of pain, 

With a pale cheek, and yet a brow inspired^ 
And a true heart of hope, though hope be vain ; 

Meekly to bear with wrong, to cheer decay. 

And oh ! to love through all things — ^therefore, pray ! 

And take the thought of this calm vesper time, 
With its low murmuring sounds and silvery light, 

On through the dark days fading from their prime. 
As a sweet dew to keep your souls from blight ! 

Earth will forsake — Oh ! happy to have given 

The unbroken heart's first fragrance unto Heaven ! 
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TO A WATEEFOWL. 



W. 0. BRYANT. 



WmTHERy midst falling dew, 
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day, 
Far through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue 

Thy solitary way ? 

Vainly the fowler's eye 
Might mark thy distant flight to do th^ wrong, 
As, darkly painted on the crimson sky, 

Thy figure floats along. 

Seek'st thou the plashy brink 
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide ? 
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink 

On the chafed oceannside ? 

There is a Power whose care 
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast — 
The desert and illimitable air — 

Lone wahdering, but not lost. 
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All day thy wings have fann'd 
At that far height the cold thin atmosphere. 
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land. 

Though the dark night is near. 

And soon that toil shall end- 
Soon shalt thou find a summer-home, and rest. 
And scream among thy fellows ; reeds shall bend 

Soon o'er thy sheltered nest. 

Thou'rt gone ! — ^the abyss of heaven 
Hath swalloVd up thy form ; yet on my heart 
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given. 

And shall not soon depart. 

He who from zone to zone 
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight. 
In the long way that I must tread alone. 

Will lead my steps aright. 
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SONNETS ON THE SABBATH. 



DELTA. 



MOBN. 

After a week of restless care and toil. 
How sweet unspeakably it is to wake. 
And see in crimson through the lattice break 
The Sabbath sun's serene and holy smile ! 
In hallow'd quiet human stir is hush'd ; 
'Twould almost seem that the external world 
Felt God's command, and that the sea-waves curl'd 
More blandly, making music as they rush'd. 
In the still silence, from the summer fields, 
Hark to the small birds singing, singing on. 
As 'twere an endless anthem to the Throne 
Of Nature, for the bounteous stores she yields ; 
Tea ! for the Power that shelters and that shields, 
Deep adoration mute Earth seems to own. 

EVE. 

The twilight shades are darkening o'er the dell ; 
In the red west the sun hath shut his eye ; 
And stars are gathering in the upper sky, 
As, with a pensive sound, the curfew bell 
Tolls through the solemn air, as 'twere farewell 
To Heaven's appointed day of sanctity. 
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Scotland ! I glory that throughout thy bounds 
(And oh ! whilst holy canst thou be unblest ?) 
Each Sabbath is a jubilee of rest, 
And prayer and praise ahnost the only sounds. 
Richer and prouder other lands may be ; 
But while the world endures, be this thy boast 
(A worthy one) — ^that sunshine gilds no coast 
Where God is served more purely than in thee ! 
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STAl^ZAS. 



ROBERT KATE OREYILLE. 



Transiekt as the hues of momingy 

Earthly forms like shadows pass ; 
Forms the fairest, life adorning, 

Fade and wither like the grass. 
Oh ! may we, our fetters breaking, 

Cling no more to things below. 
But to heavenly visions waking. 

More abiding glory know ! 

Shall we fondly hope to borrow 

Smiles to chase the mourner's tear ? 
Shall we, in the heart's deep sorrow. 

Try to find a refuge here ? 
No ! the peace for ever flowing 

Seek we from the fount Divine : 
Lord ! do Thou that peace bestowing, 

Prove that we are wholly Thine ! 

Oh ! how swift the moments flying 
Bear us on their wings away ! 

Jesus ! in the hour of dying. 
Be Thy trembling servants' stay. 
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When they call, O Saviour, hear them ! 

Answer them in tender love ! 
In the darkest shade be near them. 

Guide them to their home above ! 
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'THERE IS A FRIEND WHICH STICKETH 
CLOSER THAN A BROTHER." 

BERNARD BARTON. 



Though sunless, moonless, starless seem 

Each sufferer's lonely state. 
There is a light whose cheering beam 

Its gloom can dissipate : 
It comes with healing on its wings. 
And heavenly radiance round it flings ! 

It rises on the darkened mind 

With lustre brighter far 
Than that to outward orb assigned, 

Of sun, or moon, or star ; 
And matchless in its mild control 
Over the desolate in soul. 

There is a Friend, more tender, true, 

Than brother e'er can be ; 
Who, when all others bid adieu, 

Remains, the last to flee ; 
Who, be their pathway bright or dim, 
Deserts not those who turn to Him. 

h2 
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The heart bj ffim sostain'dy though deep 

Its angfuiBh stiU can bear ; 
The soul He oondesoends to keep 

Shall never know despair ; 
In nature's weakness, sorro Vs night, 
God is its strength, its joy, its light. 

He is the Friend who ehangeth not 

In sickness or in health. 
Whether on earth our transient lot 

Be poverty or wealth ; 
In joy or grief, contempt or fame, 
To all who seek Him, still the same ! 

Of human hearts he holds the key-— 
Is friendship meet for ours ? 

Oh ! be assured that none but He 
Unlocks its purest powers ; 

He can recall the lost, the dead, 

Or give us dearer in their stead. 

Of earthly friends, who finds them true, 

May boast a happy lot, 
But happier still, life's journey through, 

Is he who needs them not ; 
A heavenly Friend — ^to know we need, 
To feel we have — is bliss indeed ! 
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(<©r{atnal.) 



Lines intended to be written at the beginning of a Manuscript Book. 



JESUS. 

When to a sinner's hand 'tis given to trace 
In this unwritten book the earliest line, 

What name, O blessed Saviour ! should he place 
The first upon the virgin leaf but Thine ! 

So may the savour of that sacred name 
A pledge throughout its future pages be, 

That all unsullied by less hailoVd theme,* 
They ne'er shall bear a line unworthy Thee* 

Fair are they now like young life's promised days ! 

But ere the leaves are fill'd and number'd o'er, 
Oft shall the glistening eye recall the trace 

Of hands that write, and hearts that beat> no more. 

Oh ! then> when many a heart and hand are cold 
Whose fond memento stands recorded here. 

May the sweet thought, that in Thy book enrolled 
Their names are written, chase the falling tear ! 
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But if the tear will ML, the soul will mourn, 
As memory hangs o'er Friendship's sever'd ties. 

Oh ! bid it to this page in peace return, 

And read Thy name, the Friend who never dies ! 
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SONNET. 

REV. R. C. TRENCH. 



How thick the wild-flowers blow about our feet. 
Thick-strewn, and unregarded ! which, if rare, 
We should take note how beautiful they were, 

How delicately wrought, of scent how 'Sweet ; — 

And mercies which do every where us meet, 

Whose very commonness should win more praise. 
Do for that very cause less wonder raise, 

And these with slighter thankfulness we greet. 

Yet pause thou often on life's onward way — 
Pause time enough to stoop and gather one 

Of these sweet wild-flowers : time enough to tell 
Its beauty over — ^this when thou hast done. 
And mark'd it duly, then if thou canst lay 

It wet with thankful tears into thy bosom, well ! 
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THE MOURNERS. 



HON. MRS NORTON. 



Low she lies, who blest oiir eyes 

Through many a sunny day ; 
She may not smile, she will not rise — 

The life hath pass'd away ! 
Yet there is a world of light beyond, 

Where we neither die nor sleep ; 
She is there, of whom our souls were fond — 

Then wherefore do we weep ? 

The heart is cold, whose thoughts were told 

In each glance of her glad bright eye ; 
And she lies pale, who was so bright, 

She scarce seem'd made to die. 
Yet we know that her soul is happy now, 

Where the saints their calm watch keep — 
That angels are crowning that fair young brow : 

Then wherefore do we weep ? 

Her laughing voice made all rejoice 

Who caught the happy sound ; 
There was gladness in her very step. 

As it lightly touch'd the ground. 
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The echoes of voice and step are gone, 

There is silence still and deep ; 
Yet we know she sings by God's bright throne — 

Then wherefore do we weep ? 

The cheek's pale tinge, the lid's dark fringe, 

That lies like a shadow there, 
Were beautiful in the eyes of all, 

And her glossy golden hair ! 
But through that lid may never wake 

From its dark and dreamless sleep ; 
She is gone where young hearts do not break — 

Then wherefore do we weep ? 

That world of light with joy is bright — 

This is a world of wo : 
Shall we grieve that her soul hath taken flight, 

Because we dwell below ? 
We will bury her under the mossy sod, 

And one long bright tress well keep ; 
We have only given her back to God, 

Ah ! wherefore do we weep ? 
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THE LILY OF THE VALLEY. 



BISHOP MANT. 



Fair flower, that lapt in lowly glade, 
Dost hide beneath the greenwood shade, 

Than whom the vemal gale 
None fairer wakes on bank or spray. 
Our England's Lily of the May, 

Our Lily of the vale I 

Art thou that " Lily of the field " 
Which, when the Saviour sought to shi^d 

The heart from blank despair. 
He shoVd to our mistrustful kind, 
An emblem to the thoughtful mind 

Of God's paternal care ? 

Not thus I trow ; for brighter shine 
To the warm skies of Palestine 

Those children of the East ! 
There, when mild autimm's early rain 
Descends on parch'd Esdrela's plain 

And Tabor's oak-girt crest, 
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More frequent than the host of night, 
Those earth-bom stars, as sages write. 

Their brilliant disks unfold ; 
Fit symbol of imperial state. 
Their sceptre-seeming forms elate. 

And crowns of bumish'd gold. 

But not the less, sweet springtide's flower ! 
Dost thou display thy Maker's power, 

His skill, and handy-work — 
Our western valleys' humbler child, 
Where in green nook of woodland wild 

Thy modest blossoms lurk. 

What though nor care nor art be thine. 
The loom to ply, the thread to twine ; 

Yet, bom to bloom and fade. 
Thee, too, a lovelier robe arrays 
Than e'er in Israel's brightest days 

Her wealthiest king array'd. 

Of thy twin leaves the emboVd screen, 
Which wraps thee in thy shroud of green ; 

Thy Eden-breathing smell ; 
Thy arch'd and purple-vested stem. 
Whence pendant many a pearly gem 

Displays a milk-white bell ; 

Instinct with life, thy fibrous root. 

Which sends from earth the ascending shoot, 

As rising from the dead 

And fills thy veins with verdant juice. 
Charged thy fair blossoms to produce. 

And berries scarlet red ; 

I 
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The triple cell, the twofold seed, 
A ceaseless treasure-house decreed. 

Whence aye thy race may grow. 
As from creation they have grown. 
While Spring shall weave her flowery crown, 

Or vernal breezes blow ; — 

Who f(»ins thee thus with unseen hand ? 
Who at creation gave command, 

And will'd thee thus to be ; 
And keeps thee still in being through 
Age after age revolving ? — ^who 

But the Great God is He ? 

Omnipotent, to work his will ; 
Wise, who contrives each part to fill 

The post to each assigned ; 
Still provident, with sleepless care 
To keep — to make thee sweet and fair 

For man's enjoyment, kind ! 

" There is no God," the wicked say ; 
" O God ! why cast'st thou us away ?" 

Of feeble faith and frail 
The mourner breathes his anxious thought ; 
By Thee a better lesson taught» 

Sweet Lily of the vale ! 

Yes ! He who made and fosters thee, 
In Beason's eye pierce must be 

Of majesty divine ; 
Nor deems she, that His guardian care 
Will He in man's support forbiear, 

Who thus provides for thine. 
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"JUDGE NOT." 



EDMUND PEBL. 



In many a mould the potter casts the clay, 

Imbued with every tinge firom grave to gay : 

Thus we are moulded ; thus to one good ^ad. 

With varied colouring of thought may tmid* 

Behoves us, therefore, unbecoming pride, 

Harsh thoughts, and haughty looks, to lay aside ; 

To keep the tongue that blesseth God, from gall ; 

The heart — His temple — open unto all ; 

None judging, none condemning ; to the Lord 

Leaving alike to punish and rewai'd — 

To Him whose beams on good and evil shine 

Benevolent, beneficent. Divine. 

The Eternal Father, Lord of all that lives. 

The means of bUss to every being gives. 

By Him created, as by Him preserved, 

AU have enjoy'd the bounty — none deserved ; 

For all, the Son Eternal laid aside 

His amaranth of Deity, and died ; 

On aUf who seek assistance fr<Mn abov% 

The Eternal Spirit lightsr-for God. j^ Jove! 
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(©rfgittri.) 

THOUGHTS ON VISITING A POOR AND 
AFFLICTED CHRISTIAN. 

BEY. W. H. BATHURST. 



Is this the palace where a princess dwells, 
A favoured daughter of the King of kings ? 

Within these humble and contracted cells 

Do heavenly spirits wave their guardian wings ? 

No clustering columns here, no arches wide, 
With rich magnificence the structure grace ; 

No towers or pinnacles in sculptured pride 
Attest the grandeur of a princely race. 

As you approach this dwelling, tread with care. 
For narrow, dark, and filthy is the road ; 

Here heaps of refuse crowd the path, and there 
Unseemly swine take up their foul abode. 

That hollow thatch, that broken window-pane, 
That aperture beneath the crazy door. 

Can ill resist the wind and driving rain. 
When the sky blackens, and the tempests roar. 
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Entering the lowly cottage, you behold 

No costly and elaborate works of art ; 
But there's a treasure of more worth than gold — 

A pious, humble, and contented heart. 

By the fireside her constant place she keep- 
That child of heaven, that princess in disguises ; 

Wasted with long disease, she seldom sleeps, 
And ceaseless sufferings cloud her languid eyes. 

And do you marvel that a gracious God 
Should for his child so scantily provide ? 

Should visit her with so severe a rod. 
With wealth unbless'd, with comforts unsupplied ? 

Approach ! and ask her whether she is left 

In hopeless want and misery to pine : 
" Although," she cries, " of earthly stores bereft, 

A heavenly inheritance is mine. 

" These light afflictions will work out for me 
A more exceeding weight of endless joy ; 

A few more days or weeks — ^and I shall be 
Where pain can never reach, nor foes annoy. 

" My gracious Father still maintains my cause. 
Hears all my prayers, and aU my wants supplies ; 

Only those hurtful things his love withdraws 
Which would impede my progress to the skies. 

" This changeful world is not my place of rest ; 

Soon I shall lay aside this load of clay. 
And with immortal health and vigour blest. 

Shall tune my harp in realms of cloudless day." 
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And caH religion obeer the mean abode 

Of want and sickness witb sucb wondrous power ? 

Can it so ligbten nature's beaviest load. 
And gild witb peaceful bope a dying bour ? 

Ob ! surely, tben, tbe Lord batb bett^ tbings 
Tban ricbes, bealth, or titles to bestow ! 

It is not from sucb false and sballow springs 
Tbat streams of real bappiness can flow. 

His foes may triumpb in sucb gifts as tbese : 

A richer portion to bis sons is given ; 
For they bave peace witb God, a mind at ease, 

And a good bope of endless joys in beaven. 

Would you the path of highest honour tread ? 

Look up to Him who IxNre the painful cross-*- 
To Him who bad not where to lay his head ; 

And count earth's treasures, weigh'd with Him, as dross. 

He is your richest treasure — ^He can give 
Strength to the feeble, joy to the distress'd ; 

He saves the lost. He bids the dying live, 
And guides the weary soul to perfect rest. 

In vain let sin entice, or earth decoy. 

Let pleasure spread its treacherous snares in vain ; 
Make Christ your refuge, that you may enjoy 

In trouble, peace — in death, eternal gain ! 
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((Srillitisl.) 
^MY HOPE 18 IN THEE." 

imS ABDT. 



Thje: sunbeams hove fled that my path lately gladdened ! 

I own that I sorrow to see them depart ; 
And those who behold me thus troubled and sadden'd, 

Imagine that hope is extinct in my heart. 
Yet no ! — ^though the world has no secret to charm me, 

Though the joys that it oflers are tasteless to me, 
The dark clouds of grief are unable to harm me, 

Thou, Lord ! art my solace — ^ my hope is in Thee ! " 

No spell can renew the loved bond of affection, 

Restore the lost home, or illume the dim hearth ; 
And perchance I may droop in apparent dejection, 

When I number the frail perish'd hopes of the earth. 
Yet in meekness I bow to the Lord's dispensation. 

Through faith the bright land of the future I see ; 
I seek not from man's feeble voice consolation — 

O God of my fathers ! " my hope is in Thee ! " 
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A CHILD'S FIRST IMPRESSION OF A STAR. 



N. P. WILLIS. 



She had been told that God made all the stars 
That twinkled up in heaven ; and now she stood 
Watching the coming of the twilight on. 
As if it were a new and perfect world, 
And this were its first eve. She stood alone 
By the low window, with the silken lash 
Of her soft eye upraised, and her sweet mouth 
Half parted with the new and strange delight 
Of beauty that she could not comprehend. 
And had not seen before. The purple folds 
Of the low sunset clouds, and the blue sky 
That look'd so still and delicate above, 
Fill'd her young heart with gladness ; and the eve 
Stole on with its deep shadows, and she still 
Stood looking at the west with that half-smile. 
As if a pleasant thought were at her heart. 
Presently, in the edge of the last tint 
Of sunset, where the blue was melted in 
To the faint golden mellowness, a star 
Stood suddenly. A laugh of wild delight 
Burst from her lips, and putting up her hands, 
Her simple thought broke forth expressively — 
" Father, dear father ! God has made a star !" 



POBTIO PRISM. 201 



EPITAPH ON AN AGED FEMALE. 



Beader ! she wandered all this desert through 

In search of happiness ; nor found repose. 

Till she had reach'd the borders of the waste. 

Full many a flower that blossomed in her path. 

She stopt to gather; and the fruit she pluck'd 

From many a tempting bough ; — all but the rose 

Of Sharon, and the tree of life. That flung 

Its fragrance to the gale — this spread 

The blushing beauties that its healing leaves 

Display, a fruit immortal — all in vain ! 

She neither tasted, nor admired ; and found 

All that she chose and tasted, fair, but false :-^~ 

The flowers no sooner gather'd than they faded ; 

The fruits enchanting — dust and bitterness ; 

And all the world a wilderness of care. 

Wearied, dispirited, and at the close 

Of this eventful course, she sought the plant 

Which long her heedless haste o'erlook'd. She proved 

Its sovereign virtues. Underneath its shade 

Outstretched, drew from her wounded feet the thorns ; 

Breathed the last sigh ; shed the last tear ; and here 

The aged pilgrim rests in trembling hope. 
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ON MUNGO PARK'S FINBING 

A TUFT OF GREEN MOSS IN THE AFRICAN DESERT. 
R. M'CHEYNB. 



The sun had reach'd his mid-day hei^t, 
And pour'd down floods of burning light 

On Airic's barren land ; 
No cloudy veil obscured the sky, 
And the hot breeze that struggled by 

Waa fill'd with glowing sand. 

No mighty rock uprear'd its head 
To bless the wanderer with its shade, 

In all the weary plain ; 
No palm-trees with refreshing green 
To glad the dazzled eye were seen. 

But one wide sandy main. 

Dauntless and daring was the mind 
That left all home-born joys behind, 

These deserts to explore — 
To trace the mighty Niger's course, 
And find it bubbling from its source 

In wilds untrod before. 
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And ah ! shall we less daring show, 
Who nobler ends and motives know 

Than ever heroes dream— 
Who seek to lead the savage mind. 
The precious fountain-head to find 

Whence flows salvation's stream ? 

Let peril, nakedness, and sword. 
Hot barren lands, and despot's word, 

Our burning zeal oppose — 
Yet, Martyn-like, well lift the voice. 
Bidding the wilderness rejoice 

And blossom as the rose. 

Sad, faint, and weary, on the sand 
Our traveller sat him down ; his hand 

Cover'd his burning head. 
Above, beneath, behind, around — 
No resting for the eye he found : 

All nature seem'd as dead. 

One tiny tuft of moss alone. 
Mantling with freshest green a stone, 

Fix'd his delighted gaze : 
Through bursting tears of joy he smiled — 
And while he raised the tendril wild. 

His lips o'erflow'd with praise. 

'' Oh ! shall not He who keeps thee green 
Here in the waste, unknown, unseen, 
Thy fellow exile save ? 
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He who commands the dew to feed 

Thy gentle flower, can surely lead 

Me from a scorching grave I" 

The heaven-sent plant new hope inspired — 
New courage all his bosom fired. 

And bore him safe along ; 
Till with the evening's cooling shade 
He slept within the verdant glade, 

Lull'd by the Negro's song. 

Thus we, in this world's wilderness. 
Where sin and sorrow, guilt, distress. 

Seem undisturb'd to reign — 
May faint because we feel alone. 
With none to strike our favourite tone. 

And join our homeward strain. 

Yet often in the bleakest wild 

Of this dark world, some heaven-bom child. 

Expectant of the skies. 
Amid the low and vicious crowd. 
Or in the dwellings of the proud, 

Meets our admiring eyes. 

From gazing on the tender flower, 
We lift our eye to Him whose power 

Hath all its beauty given ; 
Who, in this atmosphere of death. 
Hath given it life, and form, and breath. 

And brilliant hues of heaven. 
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Our drooping faith, revived by sight-* 
Anew her pinion plumes for flight— 

New hope distends the breast ; 
With joy we mount on eagle wing, 
With bolder tone our anthem sing, 

And seek the pilgrim's rest. 
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SHOW us THE FATHER John xiv. 8. 



MBS SIGOUBNET. 



Have ye not seen Him, when through parted snows 
Wake the first kindlings of the vernal green ? 

When 'neath its modest veil the arbutus blows. 
And the pure snowdrop bursts its folded screen ? 

When the wild rose that knows no florist's care, 

Unfoldeth its rich leaves — ^have ye not seen him there ? 

Have ye not heard Him, when the tuneful rill 

Casts off its icy chains, and leaps away 
In thunders echoing loud from hill to hill ? 

In songs of birds, at break of summer's day ? 
Or in the ocean's everlasting roar. 
Battling the old gray rocks, that sternly guard his shore ? 

Amid the stillness of the Sabbath-mom, 
When vexing cares in tranquil slumber rest, 

When in the heart the holy thought is bom, 

And heaven's high impulse warms the waiting breast, 

Have ye not felt Him, while your kindling prayer 

Swell'd out in tones of praise, announcing God was there ? 
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Show ut the Father ! If ye fail to trace 

His chariot where the stars majestic roll, 
His pencil 'mid earth's loveliness and grace. 

His presence in the sabbath of the soul — 
How can ye see Him till the day of dread. 
When to assembled worlds the book of doom is read ? 
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POETICAL ASPIRATIONS. 

THE AUTHORESS OP THE " MORAL OP PL0WER8.' 



** The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven; 

And as imagination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 

Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothings 

A local habitation and a name/' 



" And is it so?" the young aspirant cries, 
" Ah ! then, be mine the poet's glance of fire — 
The frenzied bliss, the thrilling ecstasies — 
The meed of him who wakes the living lyre. 
E'er be it mine sweet Nature to admire 
Unschool'd by laws of duU philosophy, 
Which curb the spirit's flight, as doth the wire 
The imprison'd bird, that else would soar on high. 
And at heaven's portals drink light, life, and liberty. 
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" Let the moon look on me at midnight hour 

With more than light — ^with love ; still may I see 

A friend to cheer and counsel in each flower ; 

Hear in each breeze a voice which speaks to me ; 

View in the babe that climbs the parent's knee 

The embryo of a better race to come, 

What time this earth, from sin and sorrow free, 

A second paradise again shall bloom, 

Nor prove, as now, to man — a prison and a tomb ! '* 

Fond dreamer ! pause ! and ask, ere yet thy prayer 
The Muse hath granted — ask the tuneful band, 
If happier they her envied gifts who share 
Than those who ply the loom, or till the land ? 
The subtle flame which by her breath is fann'd — 
The high-wrought transports which to her they owe — 
From griefs sharp pangs no respite can command : 
Ah, no ! if keen the bliss — ^keen is the wo. 
And ever for one smile uncounted tears do flow ! 

Deem hot the poet while entranced he drinks 

The dewy fragrance of a rose new-bom. 

Feels only pleasure : with decay .he links 

Its matchless charms, and gazes on its thorn 

With morbid sadness ! 'Tis his wont to scorn 

Enjoyments common to th* unletter'd crowd ; 

Dearer to him than smile of summer mom 

And cheerful song of birds. Eve's dusky shroud 

When fall the yellow leaves, and autumn winds pipe loud. 

Better to knit our sympathies with those 
Who dwell around us, than in lonely pride 
To stand aloof, and nurse fictitious woes, 

i2 
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Or rave of bliss to meaner souls d^ed. 

Life has, alas ! a never-fiuling tide 

Of real grief, no living wight may shun — 

And joys, like flowerets by the torrent's side, 

Which follow in the rear of duties done — 

And hopes which ever gild those waters as they ran. 

There is a path — oh ! better far I ween 
Than that which leadetii to Parnassus' hill ! — 
A path, which not the vulture's eye hath seen. 
And yet to all its gate stands open still. 
Here flow, instead of Castaly's Aimed rill, 
Waters of life : and welcome free is given 
To each who feiin would taste — to drink his fill. 
Strait seems that gate at first — ^the way uneven ; 
Yet enter and press on— pilgrim, its goal is Heaven ! 
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THE GREENWOOD SHRIFT. 



CABOLINE SOUTHEY. 



The following U rern&ed from an anecdote of George III., in a publication 
of the Bev. Mr Crabbb's. 



Outstbetch'd beneath the leafy shade 
Of Windsor Forest's deepest glade, 

A dying woman lay ; 
Three little children round her stood, 
And there went up from the greenwood 

A woful wail that day. 

" Oh, mother !" was the mingled cry*— 
'* Oh, mother, mother ! do not die, 

And leave us all alone." 
" My blessed babes ! " she tried to say, 
But the faint accents died away 

In a low sobbing moan. 
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And then, life struggled hard with death, 
And fast and strong she drew her breath. 

And up she raised her head ; 
'And peering through the deep wood-maze 
With a long, sharp, unearthly gaze, 
" Will he not come ?" she said. 

Just then, the parting boughs between, 
A little maid's light form was seen, 

All breathless with her speed ; 
And following close, a man came on, 
(A portly man to look upon,) 

Who led a panting steed. 

" Mother!*' the little maiden cried, 
Or e'er she reach'd the woman's side. 

And kiss'd her clay-cold cheek — 
" I have not idled in the town. 
But long went wandering up and down, 

The minister to seek. 

" They told me here — ^they told me there — 
I think they mock'd me every where ; 

And when I found his home. 
And begg'd him on my bended knee, 
To bring his book, and come with me — 

■Mother ! he would not come. 

" I told him how you dying lay. 
And could not go in peace away 

Without the minister ; 
I begg'd him for dear Christ his sake : 
But oh ! my heart was fit to break — 

Mother ! he would not stir. 
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" So, though my tears were blinding me, 
I ran back fast as fast could be. 

To come again to you ; 
And here, close by, this squire I met. 
Who ask'd (so mild !) what made me fret ? 

And when I told him true, 

" ' I will go with you, child,' he said — 
* God sends me to this dying bed ! ' 

Mother, he's here, hard by." 
While thus the little maiden spoke. 
The man, his back against an oak, 

Look'd on with glistening eye. 

The bridle on his neck flung free. 

With quivering flank, and trembling knee, 

Press'd close his bonny bay ; 
A statelier man — a statelier steed 
Never on greensward paced, I rede, 

Than those stood there that day. 

So, while the little maiden spoke. 
The man, his back against an oak, 

Look'd on with glistening eye 
And folded arms ; and in his look. 
Something that, like a sermon-book, 

Preach'd— " All is vanity." 

But when the dying woman's face 
Turn'd toward him with a wistful gaze. 

He stepp'd to where she lay ; 
And kneeling down, bent over her. 
Saying — " I am a minister : 

My sister, let us pray !" 
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And well, withouten book or stole, 
(God's words were printed on his soul,) 

Into the dying ear 
He breathed as 'twere an angel's strain, 
The things that unto life pertain. 

And death's dark shadows clear. 

He spoke of sinners' lost estate, 
In Christ renew'd, regenerate — 

Of God's most blest decree 
That not a single soul should die 
Who turns repentant with the cry, 

" Be merciful to me ! " 

He spoke of trouble, pain, and toil, 
Endured but for a little while 

In patience, faith, and love — 
Sure, in God's own good time, to be 
Exchanged for an eternity 

Of happiness above. 

Then, as the spirit ebb'd away. 

He raised his hands and eyes, to pray 

That peaceful it might pass ; 
And then — the orphans' sobs alone 
Were heard, as they knelt every one 

Close round on the green grass. 

Such was the sight their wondering eyes 
Beheld, in heart-struck, mute surprise, 

Who rein'd their coursers back. 
Just as they found the long astray. 
Who, in the heat of chase that day, 

Had wander'd from their track. 
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Back each man rein'd his pawing steed. 
And lighted down, as if agreed, 

In silence at his side ; 
And there, uncovered all, they stood. 
It was a wholesome sight and good. 

That day for mortal pride ! — 

For of the noblest of the land 

Was that deep-hush'd, bare-headed band ; 

And central in the ring. 
By that dead pauper on the ground, 
Her ragged orphans clinging round, 

Knelt their anointed King ! 
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STANZAS. 



SIR ROBERT GRANT. 



How deep the joy, Almighty Lord, 
Thy altars to the heart afford ! 

With envying eyes I see 
The swallow fly to nestle there, 
And find within the house of prayer 

A bHss denied to me ! 

Compell'd by day to roam for food 
Where scorching suns or tempests rude 

Their angry influence fling. 
Oh ! gladly, in that sheltered nest. 
She smooths at eve her ruffled breast, 

And folds her weary wing. 

Thrice happy wanderer ! fain would I, 
Like thee, from ruder climates fly. 

That seat of rest to share ; 
Opprest with tumult, sick with wrongs. 
How oft my fainting spirit longs 

To lay its sorrow there ! 
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Oh ! ever on that holy ground 
The covering cherub Peace is founa, 

With brooding wings serene ; 
And Charity's seraphic glow, 
And gleams of glory that foreshow 

A higher, brighter scene. 

For e'en that refuge but bestows 
A transient though a sweet repose. 

For one short hour allow'd ; 
Then upwards we shall take our flight, 
To hail a spring without a blight, 

A heaven without a cloud ! 



K 
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(^tiginsl.) 
THE WANING MOON. 



A. R. C. 



Pale moon ! thou shedd'st a waning beam 
Which scarce betrays thy steps on high ; 

Thy last faint streaks of silver seem 
About to vanish from the sky. 

What makes thy lessening orb so dim ?— 
The glorious sun is still as bright ; 

'Tis earth's dark shade 'twixt thee and him, 
Sole fountain of thy borroVd light. 

Methinks^ pale moon ! in thee I trace 
An emblem of the soul's decline — 

The sad decay of Christian grace, 
The waning of the life Divine. 

Thou'rt like a heart where Christ hath shone, 
Tum'd from the source of light away, 

Unmindful that from Him alone 
It borrows one reflected ray. 
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Thou'rt like a heart which once hath been 

With heavenly joys and glories fill'd, 
Where things of time have come between, 

And all its warm devotion chill'd. 

But soon thy beams shall shine anew. 

Thy spotless circle full appear ; 
That pallid streak I soon shall view 

Gilding the heavens with radiance clear. 

So with the heart which Jesus' smile 

Had gladden'd with its healing ray ; 
Though it be dark and cold awhile, 

He will command the shades away. 

It is not He forsakes the heart 

His changeless mercy once hath blest ; 

'Tis we who faithlessly depart 
Till He allures us back to rest. 
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THE CHURCHYARD. 



JOHN B£THUNE. 



Ah me ! thi^ is a sad and silent city ! 

Let me walk softly o'er it, and survey 
Its grassy streets, with melancholy pity ! — 

Where are its children ? where their gleesome play ? 
Alas ! their cradled rest is cold and deep, 
And slimy worms watch o'er them as they sleep ! 

This is pale beauty's bourn : but where the beautiful 
Whom I have seen come forth at evening hours. 

Leading their aged friends, with feelings dutiful, 
Amid the wreaths of spring to gather flowers ? 

Alas ! no flowers are here, but flowers of death ; 

And those who once were sweetest sleep beneath. 

This is a populous place : but where the bustling — 
The crowded buyers of the noisy mart — 

The lookers-on — the showy garments rustling — 
The money-changers — and the men of art ? 
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Business, alas ! hath stopp'd in mid career. 
And none are anxious to resume it here. 

This is the home of grandeur : where are they-^ — 
The rich, the great, the glorious, and the wise ? 

Where are the trappings of the proud, the gay — 
The gaudy guise of human butterflies ? 

Alas ! all lowly lies each lofty brow, 

And the green sod 'dizens their beauty now. 

This is a place of refuge and repose : 

Where are the poor — the old — the weary wight — 
The scorn'd — the humble — and the man of woes — 

Who wept for morn, and sigh'd again for night ? 
Their sighs at last have ceased ; and here they sleep 
Beside their scorners, and forget they weep. 

This is a place of gloom : where are the gloomy ? 

The gloomy are not citizens of death. 
Approach and look ! — ^where the long grass is plumy. 

See them above ! they are not found beneath : 
For these low denizens, with artful wiles, 
Nature, in flowers, contrives her mimic smiles. 

This is a place of sorrow : friends have met. 
And mingled tears o'er those who answer'd not. 

And where are they whose eyelids then were wet ? 
Alas ! their griefs, their tears are all forgot ; 

They, too, are landed in this silent city, 

Where there is neither love, nor tears, nor pity. 

This is a place of fear : the firmest eye 
Hath quail'd to see its shadowy dreariness ; 
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But Christiaii hope, and heavenly prospects high. 

And earthly cares, and nature's weariness, 
Have made the timid pilgrim cease to fear, 
And long to end his pdnful journey here. 
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THE MAGDALEN. 



BR HUIE. 



Oh I turn not such a vrithering look 

On one who still can feel ; 
Nor by a cold and harsh rebuke 

An outcast's misery seal ! 
But think, ere thus the moumw's sigh, 

The mourner's tears you spurn, 
That 'tis perhaps a Friend on high 

Who prompts my late return ! 

The haimts of vice might pleasing seem 

When first I long'd to stray ; 
But ah ! one hour dispell'd the dream, 

And dash'd my joys away. 
Amidst the crowds in pleasure's bower 

My heart was still forlorn ; 
And where I thought to find a fiower, 

I only felt a thorn. 
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Oh ! say not, then, the cup of wrath 

I must submit to drain — 
When in the safe, the narrow path, 

I wish to tread again ! 
It is not thus the Gospel speaks 

To those who cease from sin ; 
The soul, Lnmanuel's fold that seeks. 

Is ever welcomed in. 

And say not that my guilt is great — 

I know, I feel 'tis true ; 
But while I groan beneath its weight, 

I hope for pardon too. 
Beyond the reach of grace Divine 

Myself I have not thrown ; 
And once, at least, to guilt like mine 

My Lord has mercy shown. 

When such a wandering sheep as I 

Was unto Jesus brought. 
And all the cruel standers-by 

A rigid sentence sought ; 
The feeble reed He would not break. 

Though it was bruised sore ; 
The gentle words the Saviour spake 

Were, " Go, and sin no more V 
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ON AN INFANT KILLED BY LIGHTNINa. 



CLABE. 



As fearless as a cherub's rest 

Now safe above the cloud, 
A babe lay on its mother's breast 

When thunders roar'd aloud. 
It started not to hear the crash, 

But held its little hand 
Up, at the lightning's fearfid flash, 

To catch the burning brand. 

The tender mother stay'd her breath 
In more than grief awhile, 
I To think the thing that brought its death 

I Should cause her babe to smile. 

Ay I it did smile a heavenly smile 
To see the lightning play ; 
j Well might she shriek when it turn'd pale, 

' And yet it smiled in clay. 
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O woman ! the dread stonn was given 

To be to each a friend : 
It took thy infant pure to heaven. 

Left thee impure to mend. 
Thus Providence will oft appear 

From God's own mouth to preach : 
Ah ! would we were as prone to hear 

As Mercy is to teach ! 
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THE LILIES OF THE FIELD. 



BERNARD BARTON. 



" Consider ye the lilies of the field, 

Which neither toil nor spin," — not regal pride 
In all its plenitude of pomp reveal'd, 

Could hope to charm, their beauties placed beside. 

If heavenly goodness thus for them provide. 
Which bloom to-day, and wither on the morrow, 

Shall not your wants be from your God supplied, 
Without your vain anxiety and sorrow f 
O ye of little faith, from these a lesson borrow ! 

K such the soothing precepts taught from you. 
Beautiful blossoms ! well may ye appear 

As silent preachers in the Christian's view ; 
And while ye decorate the changeM year. 
Imbued with power the mourner's heart to cheer — 

Not gratifying merely outward sense 
By tints and odours — ^but dispelling fear. 

Awakening ho][>e, by your intelligence. 

And strengthening humble faith in God's omnipotence. 
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THE SKY-LARK. 
(addresseb to a friend.) 



r HEARIVO OHB 8IH0ING AT DATBSBAK, DURIHG A SHARP FROST ON THE 17tH Or 
rSBRUARY 1832, WHILE THE AUTHOR WAS OS TRAVEL. 



JAMES MONTGOMERT. 



Oh, warn away the gloomy night, 
With music make the welkin ring, 
Bird of the dawn ! on joyful wing 

Soar through thine element of light, 
Till nought in heaven mine eye can see, 
Except the moming-star and thee. 

Oh, welcome in the cheerful day ! 

Through rosy clouds the shades retire — 
The sun hath touch'd thy plumes with fire. 

And girt thee with a golden ray : 

Now shape and voice are vanished quite. 
Nor eye nor ear can track thy flight. 
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Could I translate thy strains, and give 

Words to thy notes in human tongue. 

The sweetest lay that e'er I sung, 
The lay that would the longest live, 

I might record upon this page. 

And sing thy song from age to age. 

But speech of mine can ne'er reveal 

Secrets so freely told above ; 

Yet is their burden joy and love. 
And all the bliss a bird can feel, 

Whose wing in heaven to earth is bound, 

Whose home and heart are on the ground. 

Unlike the lark be thou, my friend ! 

No downward cares thy thoughts engage. 

But in thine house of pilgrimage. 
Though from the ground thy songs ascend, 

Still be their burden joy and love — 

Heaven is thy home, thy heart above. 
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HOME. 



E. 



Oh, Home ! thou art in every place, 
0*er all the boundless earth — 

The centre of eternal space. 
Where'er thou hast thy birth. 

They say, '' a thousand miles from home," 

As from the dearest thing 
That links our souls — ^the more we roam. 

The more to it we cling. 

What though ten thousand miles we run. 

And add ten thousand more. 
There is a home — ^'tis like the sun 

That travels still before. 

Though not for us — ^though all be strange. 

Yet fondest hearts there be, 
In all the world's unmeasured range, 

No home elsewhere can see. 

O'er peopled realms or deserts vast, 
There still one Yoice is heard — 

'Tis Home ! — Home there her lot hath cast 
Of man, or beast, or bird. 
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Within the forest's deepest shade, 

Ten thousand depths around — 
Home for each living thing is made 

That creepeth on the ground. 

Home, Home ! it is eternal love — 

His presence, and His praise — 
O'er all around, below, above, 

Creation's boundless ways. 

E'en in the poor defiled heart, 

The present home of sin, 
God said. Let wickedness depart. 

And We will dwell therein. 

Blest Spirit ! thou that home prepare — 

Do thou make clean, secure. 
Lest Love should seek his dwelling there, 

His home, nor find it pure. 

Then when this earthly home shall fall, 

As built on erring sands, 
Me to that heavenly mansion call. 

Prepared, not made with hands — 

That home of love, and joy, and peace, 

No sorrow in the breast, 
From troubling where the wicked cease, 

And where the weary rest. 
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COWPER'S GRAVE. 



ELIZABETH BABRETT BROWNING. 



It is a place where poets crown 'd 

May feel the heart's decaying ; 
It is a place where happy saints 

May weep amid their praying ;— 
Yet let the grief and humbleness 

As low as silence languish ; 
Earth surely now may give her calm 

To whom she gave her anguish. 

O poets ! from a maniac's tongue 

Was pour'd the deathless singing ! 
O Christians ! at your cross of hope 

A hopeless hand was clinging ! 
O men ! this man in brotherhood, 

Your weary paths beguiling, 
Groan'd inly while he taught you peace. 

And died while ye were smiling. 
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And now, what time ye all may read. 

Through dimming tears, his story,^* 
How discord on the music fell, 

And darkness on the glory — 
And how when, one by one, sweet soiinds 

And wandering lights departed. 
He wore no less a loving face 

Because so broken-hearted, — 

He shall be strong to sanctify 

The poet's high vocation. 
And bow the meekest Christian down 

In meeker adoration ; 
Nor ever shall he be in praise 

By wise or good forsaken — 
Named softly as the household name 

Of one whom God hath taken. 

With sadness that is calm, not gloom, 

I learn to think upon him ; 
With meekness that is gratefulness. 

On God whose heaven hath won him — 
Who suffered once the madness-cloud 

Towards His love to blind him ; 
But gently led the blind along 

Where breath and bird could find him ; 

And wrought within his shattered brain 

Such quick poetic senses. 
As hills have language for, and stars. 

Harmonious influences ! 

2k 



234 POETIC PRISM. 

The pulse of dew upon the grass 
His own did caknly number ; 

And silent shadows from the trees 
Fell o'er him like a slumber ; 

The very world, by God's constraint, 

From falsehood's chill removing, 
Its women and its men became 

Beside him true and loving ! 
And timid hares were drawn from woods 

To share his home caresses, 
TJplooking to his human eyes 

With sylvan tendernesses. 

But while in blindness he remain'd 

Unconscious of the guiding. 
And things provided came without 

The sweet sense of providing. 
He testified this solemn truth, 

Though frenzy desolated — 
Nor man nor nature satisfy, 

When only God created ! 

Like a sick child that knoweth not 

His mother while she blesses. 
And droppeth on his burning brow 

The coolness of her kisses ; 
That turns his fever'd eyes around — 

" My mother ! where's my mother ? " 
As if such tender words and looks 

Could come from any other ! 
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The fever gone, with leaps of heart 

He sees her bending o'er him — 
Her face all pale from watchful love, 

The unweary love she bore him I 
Thus woke the poet from the dream 

His live's long fever gave him, 
Beneath those deep pathetic eyes 

Which closed in death, to save him. 

Thus ? — oh, not thus ! No type of earth 

Could image that awaking. 
Wherein he scarcely heard the chant 

Of seraphs round him breaking — 
Or felt the new immortal throb 

Of soul from body parted ; 
But felt those eyes cHone, and knew 

" My Saviour ! not deserted !" 

Deserted ! who hath dreamt that when 

The cross in darkness rested 
Upon the Yictim's hidden face. 

No love was manifested ? 
What frantic hands outstretch'd have e'er 

The atoning drops averted — 
What tears have wash'd them from the soul — 

That one should be deserted ? 

Deserted ! God could separate 

From his own essence rather ; 
And Adam's sins have swept between 

The righteous Son and Father. 
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Tea ! once Lmnanuers orphan'd cry 
His universe hath shaken — 

It went up, single, echoless, 
"My God, I am forsaken!" 

It went up from the Holy's lips 

Amid his lost creation. 
That of the lost, no son should use 

Those words of desolation ; 
That earth's worst frenzies, marring hope. 

Should mar not hope's fruition ; 
And I, on Cowper's grave, should see 

His rapture in a vision ! 
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THE WOMAN OF SAMARIA. 



SIB EDWABD DENNY. 



Sweet was the hour, O Lord ! to thee 

At Sychar's lonely well, 
When a poor outcast heard thee there 

Thy great salvation tell. 

Thither she came — ^but oh ! her heart, 

All fill'd with earthly care. 
Dreamt not of thee, nor thought to find 

The Hope of Israel there. 

Lord ! 'twas thy power unseen that drew 

The stray one to that place, 
In solitude to learn of thee 

The secrets of thy grace. 

There Jacob's erring daughter found 
Those streams unknown before — 

The water-brooks of life that make 
The weary thirst no more. 
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Andy Lord! to us as vile as she. 
Thy gracious lips have told 

That mystery of love reveal'd 
At Jacob's well of old. 

In spirit. Lord ! we've sat with thee 
Beside the springing well 

Of life and peace, and heard thee there 
Its healing virtues tell. 

Dead to the world, we dream no more 
Of earthly pleasures now ; 

Our deep, divine, unfailing spring 
Of grace and glory — Thou ! 

No hope or rest in aught beside, 
No beauty, Lord ! we see, 

But like Samaria's daughter, seelP 
And find our all in Thee. 
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NOVEMBER. 



REV. H. F. LYTE. 



The autumn wind is moaning low the requiem of the year ; 
The days are growing short again, the fields forlorn and 

sere; 
The sunny sky is waxing dim, and chill the hazy air, 
And tossing trees before the breeze are turning brown and 

bare. 

All natiu*e and her children now prepare for rougher days : 
The squirrel makes his winter-bed and hazel hoard purveys, 
The sunny swallow spreads his wing to seek a brighter sky. 
And boding owl, with nightly howl, says cloud and storm 
are nigh. 

No more 'tis sweet to walk abroad among the evening dews : 
The flowers have fled from every path with all their scents 

and hues ; 
The joyous bird no more is heard, save where his slender 

song 
The robin drops, as meek he hops the withered leaves 

among. 
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Those withered leaves, that slender song, a solemn truth 

convey — 
In Wisdom's ear they speak aloud of frailty and decay : 
They say that man's apportioned year shall have its winter 

too, 
Shall rise and shine, and then decline, as all around him do. 

They tell him all he has on earth, his brightest, dearest 

things, 
His loves and Mendships, joys and hopes, have all their 

falls and springs — 
A wave upon a moonlit sea, a leaf before the blast, 
A summer flower, an April shower, that gleams and hurries 

past. 

And be it so ! I know it well : myself and all that's mine 
Must roll on with the rolling year, and ripen to decline. 
I do not shun the solemn truth — to him it is not drear, 
Whose hopes can rise above the skies, and see a Saviour 
near. 

It only makes him feel with joy this earth is not his home ; 
It sends him on from present ills to brighter hours to come ; 
It bids him take with thankful heart whate'er his God may 

send. 
Content to go through weal or wo to glory in the end. 

Then murmur on, ye wintry winds ! remind me of my doom ; 
Ye lengthen'd nights ! still image forth the darkness of the 

tomb. 
Eternal summer lights the heart where Jesus deigns to shine : 
I mourn no loss, I shun no cross, so Thou, O Lord ! art mine. 
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THE KEW BIRTH. 



GOLEBIDOE. 



Born unto God in Christ — ^in Christ, my all ! 

What that earth boasts were not lost cheaply, rather 
Than forfeit that blest name by which we call 

The holy One, the Almighty God, our Father? 
Father ! in Christ we live ; and Christ in Thee ! 
Eternal Thou, and everlasting we ! 
The heir of Heaven, henceforth I dread not death : 
In Christ I live ; in Christ I draw the breath 
Of the true life. Let sea, and earth, and sky 

Wage war against me : on my front I show 
Their mighty Master's seal ! In vain they try 

To end my life, who can but end its wo. 
Is that a deathbed where the Christian lies ? 
Yes ! — but not his : 'tis Death itself there dies. 
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THE ANNUNCUTION OF THE VIRGIN MARY. 



KEBLE. 



O Thou who deign'st to sympathise 
With all our frail and fleshly ties, 

Maker, yet brother dear ! 
Forgive the too presumptuous thought. 
If, calming wayward grief, I sought 

To gaze on Thee too near. 

Yet sure 'twas not presumption. Lord ! 
'Twas thine own comfortable word 

That made the lesson known : 
Of all the dearest bonds we prove. 
Thou countest sons' and mothers' love 

Most sacred, most thine own. 

When wandering here a little span. 
Thou took'st on Thee to rescue man, 

Thou had'st no earthly sire : 
That wedded love we prize so dear. 
As if our heaven and home were here. 

It lit in Thee no fire. 
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On no sweet sister's faithful breast 
Would'st Thou thine aching forehead rest, 

On no kind brother lean : 
But who, O perfect filial heart ! 
E'er did like Thee a true son's part, 

Endearing, firm, serene ? 

Thou wept'st — meek maiden, mother mild ! 
Thou wept'st upon thy sinless child — 

Thy very heart was riven : 
And yet, what mourning matron here 
Would deem thy sorrows bought too dear 

By all on this side Heaven ? 

A son that never did amiss, 

That never shamed his mother's kiss, 

Nor cross'd her fondest prayer : 
E'en from the tree he deign'd to bow 
For her his agonisM brow — 

Her, his sole earthly care. 

Bless'd is the womb that bare Him — ^bless'd 
The bosom where his lips were pressed ! 

But rather bless'd are they 
Who hear his word and keep it well — 
The living homes where Christ shall dwell, 

And never pass away. 
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THE MABTYR'S CHILD. 



RET. T. DALE. 



Once more I clasp tbee to my breast, 

Child of my first and fondest love ! 

Ere yet I enter into rest, 

And join the ransom'd hosts above : 

And earthward though my thoughts must rove, 

From saints and seraphs bending there, 

Who shall a parting sigh reprove 

O'er one as pure and scarce less fair ? 

My bud of beauty ! thou must bloom 
'Midst the chill rains and wintry blast. 
Where skies are wrapt in starless gloom, 
And summer suns have beam'd their last. 
Yet though dark clouds the heaven o'ercast, 
He at whose word the winds are still, 
Can screen thee till the storm be past : 
I know He can— I trust He will. 

Yet who shall form thine infant sighs 
To syllable the first brief prayer ? 
And who shall point thee to the skies. 
And say, " Thou hast a Father there ?" 
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And who shall watch with ceaseless care 
Lest thy young steps unheeding stray — 
Where Pleasure plants the secret snare, 
And Hope's seductive smiles betray ? 

Oh ! could I bear thee hence, while yet 

The strife of passion is unknown — 

Ere guilt her fatal seal has set, 

Or earth has mark'd thee for its own ; 

While nature's debt of death alone 

Is all mortality must pay — 

To gaze upon the eternal throne. 

And swell the glad unceasing lay ! 

But now I leave thee ! — not alone — 
More welcome far were solitude ; 
For He who ne'er forsakes His own, 
E'en in the desert, vast and rude, 
Might bid the ravens bring thee food, 
Or streams gush forth amidst the wild ; 
Or guide the wanderings of the good 
To seek and save his handmaid's 6hild. 

I leave thee to thy mother's foes — 
I leave thee to the foes of Heaven ; 
Yet do I leave thee but to those ? 
Lord, be the guilty thought forgiven ! 
Oh ! if she strive as I have striven 
With stormy winds on life's rough sea. 
May she by warring waves be driven 
To find a haven, Lord, with Thee ! 
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THE HOLINESS OF GRIEF. 



BT A JEWESS. 



Oh hush ! be still ! bring not the sound 

Of earthly pleasure here ! 
Break not the sacredness profound 

Of sorrow lingering near ! 
Tread lightly ! 'tis a holy shrine, 

Where grief in death hath birth, 
Stamp'd with a dignity divine. 

Which hath no trace of earth. 

Oh ! seek not, bring not worldly dreams 

Unto the haunts of wo ; 
The light that o'er them softly gleams 

Hath not its source below ! 
Affliction is a sacred thing, 

A messenger of love, 
Soft whisperings on its wings to bring 

Of lovelier homes above. 

Seek not to shun its mission high 

Or break its darkling chain. 
And drown with loud festivity 

Its sad, yet healing pain : 
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Why should we long to cast aside 

The link 'twixt man and Heaven, 
And every sob of sorrow chide, 

As grief were vainly given ? 

No ! let it do its work, and lead 

The bleeding heart to Him 
Who strikes in love to serve our need. 

When life's fond hope is dim. 
No love on earth is deep as his. 

Who weaves affliction's chain ; 
Weep on, and pray ! till dearer bliss 

Enfold the heart again. 

Yes I 'tis His voice that sounds, when wo 

Hath flung her shadow down ; 
His voice that murmurs soft and low, 

E'en when he seems to frown. 
Then, oh ! how may light tones of earth 

His awful presence dare ? 
Be still ! bring not the mourner mirth 

Which but of earth hath share. 

Peace ! peace ! 'tis holy ! Let the dead 

Still linger on the heart ; 
Nor fear the tears a brief while shed 

Will bid all joy depart. 
Tread lightly ! Oh, profane them not, 

Those hours of grief and prayer ! 
Speak low ; be earth awhile forgot — 

Our Father dwelleth there ! 
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"I AM THE ROSE OF SHARON AND THE LILY 
OF THE YALLEYS." 

A. B. C. 



On Sharon's wild the glowing rose 

Bends soft to Syrian gales, 
And meekly fair the lily grows 

In deep Judean vales ; — 

Meet emblems of that Loving One, 

The " altogether fair," 
Who stoop'd to earth's low dwellings down. 

To shed rich blessings there. 

Yes ! those sweet blossoms image well, 
To hearts His grace that prove. 

The meekness of Immanuel, 
The sweetness of His love. 

Can there be eyes so dark and dim — 

Oft may His saints inquire — 
Who see no comeliness in Him, 

No beauty to desire ? 
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Thou " fairer than the sons of men !" 

Descend and fill my heart ; 
ril know that hidden glory then 

Which rests where'er Thou art. 

Within let thy sweet graces shine, 

Adorning even me — 
Proof that I hold a guest Divine, 

Though mean His dwelling be. ^ 

Thy presence makes the lowliest place 

How fragrant and how fair ! 
Then dwell within my soul, and trace 

Thji heavenly beauty there. 

Oh ! when Thou gladd'st earth's sinful child 

With mercies ne'er to fail, 
Thou'rt like the rose of Sharon's wild, 

The my of the vale ! 
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THE LABOUKER'S NOON-DAY HYMN. 



WORDSWORTH. 



Up to the throne of God is borne 
The voice of praise at early mom, 
And he accepts the punctual hymn 
Sung as the light of day grows dim. 

Nor will he turn his ear aside 
From holy oflTerings at noon-tide : 
Then, here reposing, let us raise 
A song of gratitude and praise. 

What though our burden be not light. 
We need not toil from morn till night ; 
The respite of the mid-day hour 
Is in the thankful creature's power. 

Blest are the moments, doubly blest. 
That, drawn from this one hour of rest, 
Are with a ready heart bestow'd 
Upon the service of our God! 
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Why should we crave a hallow'd spot ? 
An altar is in each man's cot— 
A church in every grove that spreads 
Its living roof above our heads. 

Look up to heaven ! — ^the industrious sun 
Already half his race hath run ; 
He cannot halt or go astray, 
But our immortal spirits may. 

Lord ! since his rising in the east, 
If we have falter'd or transgressed, 
Guide from Thy love's abundant source 
What yet remains of this day's course. 

Help with thy grace, through life's short day, 
Our upward and our downward way ; 
And glorify for us the west, 
When we shall sink to final rest. 
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PARTING OF THE MISSIONARY'S BRIDE. 



MRS SIGOURNET. 



The time had come. The stern clock struck the hour. 
Each long-loved haunt had drunk her mute farewell : 
The vine-wrapp'd walk, the hillock's tufted crown, 
The nurtured plants that in the casement smiled, 
Had taken a blessing from her loving eye 
For the last time. But now the climax came. 
— ^And so she rose, and with a fond embrace 
Folded her gentle sister, who had been 
A second self up from the cradle-dream, 
And hung upon her brother's neck as one 
Who 'neath the weight of love's remembrances 
Doth look on language as a powerless thing. 
— ^Methought she linger'd long, as if to gain 
Respite from some more dreaded pang, that frown'd 
Appalling, though unfelt. For, near her side, 
With eye close followmg where her darling moved. 
The widow'd mother stood. And so she laid 
Her head on that dear breast where every pain 
Of infancy was soothed. And there arose 
A wild, deep sob of weeping — such as breaks 
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Upon the ear of Death, when he doth rend 
The nerve fast rooted in the fount of life. 

— 'Tis o'er ! That bitterness is past I Young bride, 
No keener dreg shall quiver on thy lip, 
Till the last ice-cup cometh ! 

Then she tum'd 
To him who was to be sole shelterer now, 
And placed her hand in his, and raised her eye 
One moment upward, whence her strength did come, 
And with a steadfast step pass'd forth to take 
Her life-long portion in a heathen clime. 
— O love and faith ! twin-sentinels, who guard, 
One this drear earth, and one the gate of heaven — 
How glorious are ye, when in woman's heart 
Ye make that trembling hold invincible ! 
Ye both were there — and so she went her way 
A tearful victor. 

Yet to me it seem'd, 
Thus in the flush of youth and health to taste 
Death's parting, was a strange, unnatural thing ; 
And that the lofty martyr who doth yield 
His body to the fire's fierce alchemy 
But one brief hour, hath Hghter claim on heaven, 
For high endurance, than the tender bride 
Who from her mother's bosom lifts her head 
To bide the buffet of a pagan clime. 
And nurse her frail babes 'neath the bamboo thatch, 
Bearing the sorrow of her woman's lot 
Perchance for many years. 

Thus must it seem 
To the trim worldling, in the broad green way 
Loitering, and reckless where that way may lead. 
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Heart, is it thus with thee ? 

Go pour thyself 
In penitence to Him who heeded not 
The Cross on Calvary, so the lost might live. 
Look to thine own slack service meted out 
And fashion'd to thine ease ; and let the zeal 
That nerved the parting of that pale young bride 
Be as a probe to search thy cold content. 
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NARNL 



SOLACE OF SONG. 



'* We entered the cathedral, and found it ornamented with festoons of black 
drapery, in honour of the bishop, just deceased. The temporary sarcophagus, 
covered with rich velvet, stood in the centre. His chair, according to custom, 
was reversed. On the gate was a printed notification of the decease, and an 
admonition to prayer, that a pious and vigilant x^astor might be appointed to 
succeed."— AfiS. 



List to the sounds of widow'd wail 
O'er wooded hill, and vine-clad dale ! 
From Cffisar's arches echoing far, 
They mingle with the brawling Nar. 
Go, where the temple rears on high 
Its breast athwart the azure sky. 
Nor ask why springs the sorrowing city^s tear. 
For lo ! the throne reversed — and lo ! the mitred bier. 

Mourn ye your shepherd ? — ^'mid the gloom 

What accents issue from the tomb? 

" Let not the dead bemoan the dead : 

Up ! for his days of toil are sped ! 

The voice of wail, the voice of care. 

Oh, change it for the voice of prayer ! 
There stands who opes and shuts His gates at will — 
He bids you press your suit, ere he His aim fulfil." 
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The minutes haste, than gold more dear — 
Come, take your stand beside the bier ! 
Ask of your King, nor bow the knee 
To minions of idolatry. 
All power He claims in earth and heaven — 
Oh, press your suit from mom to even ! 
Ask of your gods, ye gain but death's deep swoon — 
Ask of the God of gods, and He will grant your boon. 

Ye need a SHEPHERD-ruler, who shall own, 
Despite the world, no god but God alone ! 
One who shall pour through vales the cooling rill, 
And bid each thirsty soul his vessel fill, — 
Rebuke the Virgin-mother, should she shade 
The hallow'd manger, where her babe is laid, — 
And bold, though frowns of men and devils lower. 
Lift high the Son of God, and claim His Spirit's power ! 

Ye need a baptist — ^who his staff shall rear. 
Plead his Lord's cause, nor face of mortal fear ; 
Denounce the front of vice, 'mid royal scorn, 
And meek endure the martyr's crown of thorn ! 
Ye need a Paul — ^to scale the bounds of heaven, 
And freely give what freely has been given ; 

A James — ^to draw all judgments from above ; 

A John — to tinge all acts with rosy hues of love. 

Ye need a Peter — not to awe the land 
By brow of lordly rule, and sceptred hand ; 
Forcing the prostrate world his will t' obey. 
And at the sword-point heralding his way. 
Oh ! not to such did Christ his power intrust, 
But to a Peter humbled in the dust — 
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Exalted high, to point to Adam's race, 

How deep the depths of sin — ^how strong a Saviour's grace. 

Plead ! 'tis a boon of thousands ! Lo ! He stands 

With covenant blessings countless as the sands ! 

Without the sun, where beams the light of day ? 

Without the Word, what points the heavenward way? 

Oh ! do ye still to idol-gods repair ? 

Is not the bliss of heaven worth a prayer ? 
Haste to His feet who frees the fetter'd soul. 
And bid these vine-spread hills the loud hosannas roll ! 



L 2 
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THE ASOCA. 



< FRAGRAHT JC8T AFTBR BUirSBT AVD BEFORB BinnUBE, WHEN ITS FL0WKR8 ARB 
FRESH WITH MORHIHO AVD RYXVIRO DEW." 



SPIRIT OF THE WOODS. 



Pilgrim of life ! if friends caress, 
If youth's gay flowers thy path be strewing, 
If joy so ready is to bless, 
He yields his gifts without the wooing. 
Oh ! pray that He whose hand has spread 
Thy path of bliss may guide thee ever. 
Pour His own dews upon thy head, 
And in " all time of wealth deliver :" 
And like that tree which hastes to shower 
Its fragrance soon as morn has given 
Her liquid balm, oh ! ever pour 
The incense of thy soul to heaven ! 

Pilgrim of life ! if grief's dim eve 
Or deeper night be fall'n upon thee — 
If youth be past — if friends deceive — 
Friends who once fondly woo'd and won thee; 



POETIC PRISM. 259 

Oh ! hie thee, raourner ! to the bower, 

What time dim eve is duly flinging 

Her chilly dews on tree and flower. 

And mark the sweetness thence up-springing. 

Meekly to bow the willing head, 

E'en when the heart is blighted — driven ; 

To trust, to praise, when light is fled, — 

This — ^this is incense meet for heaven ! 
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SONNET— ON A BIRTH. 



THE AUTHOR OP "PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 



At length — a dreary length of many years — 

God's favour hath shone forth ! and bless'd thee well, 
O handmaid of the Lord ! — ^for all thy tears, 
For all thy pray'rs, and hope, and faith, and fears — 

With that best measure of consummate joy 
A childless wife alone can fully tell 

How sorely long withheld — ^her first-bom boy ! 
This blessing is from heaven ; to heaven once more, 

Another Hannah with her Samuel, 

Render thou back the talent yielding ten. 

A spirit train'd right early to adore, 

A heart to yearn upon its fellow-men, 
A being meant and made for endless heaven — 
This give to God : this, God to thee hath given. 
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(©rijiiiTaX.) 
TO A FRIEND. 



" If any man thirst, let him come unto rae and drink."— Jo/m vii. 37. 



ELFBIDA ST AUBYN. 



It is thy Saviour's soul-refreshing voice — 
Hear, child of man ! and wonder and rejoice : 
" Let him who thirsts come unto me and drink." 
Oh ! let not any fainting spirit sink, 
While such a sympathising friend is near, 
Such words of comfort sounded in his ear. 

Full well indeed did He who spake them, know 
How vain it is to dream that aught below 
Could render an immortal spirit blest, 
Or bring the human heart its longed-for rest ! 
Earth's brightest joys allure but to deceive — 
Friends most beloved oft-times most deeply grieve. 
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Oh ! wherefore do we linger ? wherefore stay 

'Mid flowers that bloom and wither in a day ? 

Can Gilead give no balm to soothe our pain^ 

That we toUl search elsewhere, and search in vain — 

And strive to quench our thirst from every rill, 

Yet finding all but broken cisterns still — 

Wearied with vainly building on the sand, 

Yet proudly turning from the Rock at hand ? — 

The Rock that 'midst earth's storms and floods shall last, 

A shelter still from the destroying blast — 

A refuge for the needy in distress, 

A shadow in the sultry wilderness, 

A beacon to mankind in mercy given 

To guide our wandering footsteps unto heaven ; — 

Yes ! and when all beside is overthrown. 

That Rock shall stand, a " precious comer-stone." 

And now, dear friend ! who these few lines dost read, 
It may be thou hast known the soul's deep need 
Of something wanting earth can ne'er supply. 
The quenchless thirst it cannot satisfy — 
Hopes that elude thy fondest wishes still, 
A void the purest friendship cannot fill. 
Save His alone, who thus addresses thee, 
" Let him that is athirst come unto meJ' 
Oh ! let Him find thee building on the rock. 
And number thee among his little flock ! 
Thus shall thy soul oft rise to Him above. 
And while on earth be happy in His love ; 
E'en as the lark, which pants to reach the skies, 
More sweetly sings the higher it doth rise. 
Remember this my prayer, dear friend ! for thee, 
Whene'er thou giv'st a passing thought to me. 



POETIC PRISM. 263 

I linger but to make thee one request, 
(Oh ! that thou may'st in granting it, be blest !) 
Whene'er thy soul, opprest by fear or grief, 
Seeks from the cares of earth to find relief. 
Then wilt thou on these words of mercy think — 
" Let him who thirsts come unto me and drink ! " 
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A DYING PRAYEB. 



MART HOWITT. 



Almightt God ! look down 
Upon thy feeble servant ! strengthen him ! 

Give him the victor's crown, 
And let not faith be dim ! 
Oh ! how unworthy of thy grace, 

How poor, how needy, stain'd with sin ! 

How can I enter in 
Thy Kingdom, and behold thy face ! 
Except thou hadst redeem'd me, I had gone 

Without sustaining knowledge, to the grave ! 
For this I bless thee, O thou gracious One ! 

And thou wilt surely save. 
I bless thee for the life which thou hast crown'd 

With never-ending good ; 
For pleasures that were found. 

Like way-side flowers, in quiet solitude. 
I bless thee for the love that watch'd o'er me 
Through the weak years of infancy, 
That has been, like thine everlasting truth, 
The guide, the guardian angel of my youth. 
Oh, thou ! that didst the mother's heart bestow. 

Sustain it in its wo. 
For mourning give it joy, and praise for heaviness I 
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COMMENTAEY 



ON A LINE OF SALVATOR ROSA. 



" Nasci poena, yita labor, necesse mori.' 



BERNARD BARTON. 

Oh ! say not that the boon of birth 

Is punishment alone ; 
God, who bestow'd it, knew its worth ! 

The gift was all his own — 
Designed to serve a noble end. 
Would but thy thoughts to Him ascend. 

Think not that life is nothing more 

Than lahowr. Hath it not, 
'Mid paths by thorns besprinkled o'er, 

Full many a flowery spot, 
Whence gentle feelings, musings high. 
May soar to immortality ? 

M 
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Nor look on death, man'.? latest foe, 

As necessary ill : 
Seek but thy Saviour s power to know, 

And do thy Maker's will — 
And death, the end of care and strife. 
Shall be the door of endless life ! 



POETIC PRISM. 267 



(©rigfnalt) 
THE BIETHDAY. 

E. L. SHORTBIDGE. 



As on the dial of thy life, Time's finger 
Points that another year hath pass'd away, 

Say, doth thine earth-bound heart still fondly linger 
Amid the shadows of life's fleeting day ? 

Art thou from poison'd sources madly drinking 
The soul-destroying draughts they ever give, 

While from the purest, best of fountains shrinking, 
Thou wilt not draw to quench thy thirst and live ? 

Do dreams of wealth and splendour still enthrall thee. 
Or glory's vision'd wreaths adorn thy head ? 

Doth pleasure with alluring accents call thee, 
And in her chains a captive art thou led ? 

Awake ! awake from this thine idle dreaming. 
Rise from the dust and lift thine eye above ; 

Behold the Star of Jacob brightly beaming, 
Whose silent voice proelaima that God is love ! 
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Go to that golden mine, which, ne'er decreasing, 
Will yield its store to all who seek it there ; 

Go, and partake of joys which, never ceasing, 
Will teach thee to forget thine earthly care. 

There is a stream from God's own presence flowing, 
Where they who drink shall never thirst again : 

Go to that river, clear and life-bestowing, 

And Christ will cleanse thee from thy deepest stain. 

Then He to whom thou wert so long a stranger. 
Whose voice, though often heard^thou didst not heed — 

That Saviour will be thine in every danger, 
A friend omnipotent in time of need. 

Yes ! when within the fold, with Jesus near thee. 
The roaring lion seeks thee for his prey. 

Cry to the tender Shepherd — ^He will hear thee. 
And give thee strength according to thy day. 

Then faint not — fear not ! — firm and stiQ pursuing. 

Fight the good fight of Faith, nor dare to rest, 
Till, with the Spirit's sword each foe subduing, 
- Thou shalt attain to peace among the blest. 

And when the Archangel's v(Hce,the world confounding, 
Shall wake the sleeping saints to meet their Lord, 

His ransom'd ones, the Bang of kings surrounding. 
Shall from His hand receive a full reward. 

Then shall be death no more, nor sin, nor sorrow. 
But life with Christ throughout an endless day. 

Oh ! for that blessed time — ^that glorious morrow — 
When God himself shall wipe all tears away ! 
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AUTUMN. 



WILLIAM STANLET ROSCOE. 



Sweet is the autumnal day, 

The sabbath of the year ; 
When the sun sheds a soft and farewell ray^ 
And journeys slowly on his silent way, 

And wintry storms are near. 

Sweet is the autumnal rose, 

That lingers late in bloom, 
And while the north wind on its bosom blows. 
Upon the chill and misty air bestows 

A cherishing perfume. 

Sweet is life's setting ray. 

While Hope stands smiling near ; 
When the soul muses on the future day, 
And through the clouds that shade her homeward way 

Heaven's azure skies appear ! 
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THE MOONLIGHT CHURCHYARD. 



DELTA. 



There is no cloud to mar the d^th of blue, 
Through which the silent silver moon careers, 

Save in the west some streaks of hazy hue, 
Through which pale Yesper, twinkling, re-appears : 
The sacred harmony which rules the spheres 

Descends through lower regions, and the mind, 
Stripp'd of the vain solicitudes and fears 

Which seem the heritage of human-kind. 
Commingles with the scene, and leaves its cares behind. 

To gaze upon the studded arch above, 
And on thy placid beauty, mystic moon ! 

Shedding abroad the mysteries of love. 

And rendering night more exquisite than noon, 
Expands the sinking spirit ; while, as soon 

As from terrestrial frailties we retire. 

And to thy hallo w'd mood our hearts attune, 

To those benignant feelings we aspire 
Which make the spirit glow with purified desire. 
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'Tis sweet, thus resting on this grassy mound, 
To look upon the vales that stretch below, 

On the old woods that throw their shadows round, 
And on the silver streams of ceaseless flow, 
Murmuring and making music as they go ; 

And on the hamlets, where a little star, 
Beaming within the lattice, makes to glow 

The homeward traveller's heart, as from afar 
He hails a shelter from the world's contentious jar. 

The shattered wrecks of generations past, 

Slumbering around me are the village-dead : 
O'er them no sculptured stones their shadows cast. 

To keep the moonshine from their verdant bed. 

Here oft my steps hath contemplation led ; 
And here alone in solemn reverie. 

Under this hoary elm, with lichens red, 
I've thought how years and generations flee, 
And of the things which were, and never more shall be ! 

Nor is the day far distant, nor the hour 

Deep in the bosom of futurity. 
When all that revel now in pride and power. 

Commingling dust with dust, as low shall lie. 

Yes ! all that live and move beneath the sky 
An equal doom awaits : our sires have pass'd — 

Alike the mightiest and the meanest die ; 
And, slowly come the doom, or come it fast. 
The inexorable grave awaits us all at last ! 

But man was made for bustle and for strife ! 

Though sometimes, like the sun on summer days. 
The bosom is unruffled, yet his life 
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Consists in agitation, and his ways 

Are through the battling storm-blasts : to erase 

Some fancied wrong, to gain some promised joy, 
To gather earthly good, or merit praise, 

Are, and will be, the objects tliat employ 
His thoughts, and lead him on to dazzle or destroy. 

Tet lost to all that dignifies our kind. 
Cold were the heart, and bigoted indeed. 

Which, by its selfish principles made blind. 
Could destine all that difier'd from its creed 
To uttermost perdition ! Who can feed 

A doctrine so debasing in the breast ? 
We who are dust and ashes, who have need 

Of mercy, not of judgment, and at best 
Are vanity to Him with whom our fate must rest ! 

Since thus so feeble, happy 'tis for us 
That the All seeing is our Judge alone ! 

We walk in darkness — ^but not always thus : 
The veil shall be withdrawn, and man be shown 
Mysterious laws of nature now unknown. 

Yes ! what is shrouded from our feeble sight. 
Or now seems but a chaos overgrown 

With marvels, hidden in the womb of night. 
Shall then burst on our view, clear, beautiful, and bright ! 

Oh ! who that gazes on the lights of life, 
Man in his might, and woman in her bloom. 

Would think that, after some brief years of strife. 
Both must be tenants of the silent tomb ! 
Nought can revoke the irrevocable doom — 

Childhood's despair, man's prayer, or woman's tear : 
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The soul must journey through the vale of gloom, 
And ere it enters on a new career, 
Bum in the light of hope, or shrink with conscious fear. 

Then in resign'd submission let us bow 

Before the Providence that cares for all : 
'Tis thine, God ! to take or to bestow, 

To raise the meek, or bid the mighty fall. 

Shall low-born doubts, shall earthly fears enthrall 
The deathless soul which emanates from Thee ? 

Forbid the degradation ! No ! — it shall 
Burst from earth's bonds, like day-star from the sea. 
When from the rising sun the shades of darkness flee. 
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((©rigitwi.) 
SONNET. 

REV. C. STRONG. 



In health — not rich nor meanly poor, my state 
Is more than kingly — ^no one envies me ; 
For Nature's varied scenes to all are free, 

And in her paths I early stray and late. 

Contented stand I at another's gate, 
And gaze on frxdts whose sweets untasted be, 
Walk 'mid his sheaves, and share the reaper's glee — 

His bams are fill'd, whilst I congratulate. 

I feel the love that wakes each vernal flower, 
That pours from secret urns the tuneful brooks, 

And gives to summer suns their ripening power : 
Deep things I read in autumn's thoughtful looks ; 

And when the snow falls thick in darkening shower. 

How bright my chamber, and what friends my books ! 
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AUTUMN. 

FRANCES BROWN. 



Oh ! welcome to the com-clad slope, 

And to the laden tree, 
Thou promised Autumn ! for the hope 

Of nations tum'd to thee, 
Through all the hours of splendour past 

With summer's bright career ; 
And we see thee on thy throne at last, 

Crown'd monarch of the year. 

Thou comest with the gorgeous flowers 

That make the roses dim, 
With morning mists and sunny hours, 

And wild birds' harvest hymn ; 
Thou comest with the might of floods, 

The glow of moonlight skies, 
And the glory flung on fading woods 

Of thousand mingled dyes. 

But never seem'd thy steps so bright 

On Europe's ancient shore, 
Since faded from the poet's sight 

That golden age of yore ; 
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For early harvest-home hath pour'd 

Its gladness on the earth, 
And the joy that lights the princely board 

Hath reach'd the peasant's hearth. 

O Thou ! whose silent bounty flows 

To bless the sower's art, 
With gifts that ever claim from us 

The harvests of the heart ; 
If thus Thy goodness crown the year, 

What shall the glory be, 
When all Thy harvest whitening here 

Is gather'd home to Thee ! 
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LIFE AND DEATH. 



JANE C. SIMPSON. 



It is a solemn thing to live ! 

To feel we bear within 
A perpetuity of years. 

Soon as those years begin — 
To know Eternal Power hath placed, 

In this our mortal shrine, 
An essence kindred with His own, 

Mysterious and divine — 
A mind, a soul, a priceless part. 

With boundless wishes rife : 
Ah ! well bewilder'd may we start. 

And ponder what is life ! 

It is a solemn thing to live ! 

To think that throned on high. 
On every word^ and deed, and thought, 

God bends His holy eye ; 
And marks in this the appointed term 

For man to prove his way. 
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What doom at last shall be our own, 
When earth and time decay ; 

Yes ! every mom that dawns, each night 
On whose starr'd vault we look, 

Adds a fresh leaf for good or ill 
To Heaven's unerring book. 

It is a solemn thing to live ! 

To feel how sin hath flung 
Such deadly blight o'er souls that once 

Pure from their Maker sprung : 
So dark our guilt, that nought could wash 

Away that crimson dye, 
But uncreated Love must bear 

A death of agony ! 
Most wonderful, most fearful truth ! 

Whose faith alone imparts 
The hope of pardon and of peace 

To self-condemning hearts. 

It is a solenm thing to live ! 

To see how, day by day, 
All that is beautiful and dear 

Is passing swift away : 
The accents kind, the looks of love, 

The friend that shared youth's hours. 
Are one by one fast gathering hence. 

Cut down like autumn flowers! 
What is there breathes and fadeth not ? 

Our time is waning too — 
To all that gladdens here, or grieves, 

Soon must we bid adieu ! 
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It is a solemn thing to live ! 

More solemn still to die — 
To pass the narrow gate of time, 

And live eternally ! 
To know when God the nations calls 

Before His throne to stand, 
Our spirits too must there appear 

Amid that countless band. 
Thrice blessed they who watch and pray, 

In faith that hour to see : 
Lord ! since for ever we must live, 

Oh, let us live with Thee ! 
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ROMANS Vm. 18. 



A. B. G. 



Oh ! glimpses of heaven, 

Ye brighten our way, 
Ye cheer the long even. 

And lead to the day ! 
How dark were our sorrow, 

If faith could not see 
The dawn of that morrow, 

When sighing shall flee ! 

We pierce with the spirit 

The vista of years ; 
The land we inherit 

Looks bright through our tears ; 
To us it is given 

Within us to feel 
The earnest of heaven. 

The Spirit's deep seal. 
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We soon shall be dwelling 

Where bosoms are calm ; 
We soon shall be telling 

The praise of the Lamb ; 
Well soon swell the meeting 

Of glorified ones, 
And list their glad greeting 

In Canaan's sweet tones. 

Our £uth sees the regions 

Where Christ is the light, 
The glorious legions 

Whose robes are made white ; 
Sweet voices immortal 

Are borne to our ears, 
And Zion's bright portal 

Unfolded appears. 

We look down the valley : 

Its shadows are dim — 
Yet forth we will sally 

Belying on Him. 
And oh ! when death frees us 

From fetters of clay, 
How gently our Jesus 

Shall waft us away ! 
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THE EPIPHANY. 



OROROE TRKYOB. 



Star of glory ! brightly streamings 

Welcome, O thou blessed star ! 
Star that erst, serenely beaming, 

Led the wise men from afar ! 
Thou their wandering footsteps leddest — 

Star of glory ! planet mild ! — 
Till thy heavenly light thou sheddest 

O'er the holy, blessed Child. 

Holy Father ! thou who gavest 

Them that light and grace to see ! 
Holy Son ! O Christ ! who savest 

All that look for light to Thee ! 
Holy Spirit ! ever pouring 

Grace on them that seek aright ! — 
Grant us. Lord ! with hearts adoring, 

Still to walk with Thee in light ! 
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WOULD I WERE A CHILD ! 



MRS ABDT. 



Oh ! would I were a child again, a child with spirit free, 
Singing glad songs of merriment beneath the hawthorn 

tree ; 
Watching the many-colour'd clouds pursue their course on 

high, 
Trying to count the silver stars that gem the evening sky ; 
Weaving, beside the sparkling stream, a wreath of summer 

flowers. 
Or reading wondrous fairy tales in green sequestered bowers. 
The sights, the sounds of nature then my happy hours 

beguiled: 
Would I could feel her power again — oh ! would I were a 

child! 

I chose my sprightly playmates for simplicity and mirth ; 
I reck'd not of the lofty, or the sage ones of the earth ; 
Laden with gifts of lavish friends, I ask'd no money'd store. 
Save to relieve the beggar's want who wander'd to my door ; 
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I wrote mj artleas verses without effort, toil, or aim — 
I read them to a listening group without a hope of fame ; 
By grovelling schemes, by worldly views, my thoughts 

were undefiled : 
Would I were now as free from care — oh! would I were a 

chHd! 

Yet soon my youthful heart began to spurn a life like this ; 
I deem'd the far-off glittering world a fairy land of bliss ; 
I left my playmates to their sports. Bright dreams came 

o'er me then 
Of stirring scenes, of crowded halls, high dames, and gifted 

men; 
And, while my short and simple tasks with careless speed 

I conn'd, 
I sigh'd to study learned lore my feeble power beyond : 
Like Basselas, around me while the happy valley smiled, 
I long'd to quit its limits, and to cease to be a child. 

The magic circle of the world I now have stood within ; 

I turn from its frivolity — I tremble at its sin : 

And knowledge — my long-cherish'd hope, the object of my 

love — 
She still eludes my eager quest, still soars my grasp above ; 
I add from her bright treasury new jewels to my store. 
Yet, miser-like, I murmur that I cannot grasp at more ; 
Before me seem exhaustless heaps of mental riches piled, 
Yet still, in learning's highest gifts, I feel myself a child. 

O foolish, O repining heart ! thus wilftilly to cast 
Fond wishes to the future, and vain longings to the past ; 
Panting to o'erleap the bounds of childhood's simple track. 
Anxious to 'scape from woman's cares, and trace the journey 
back ! 
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Should I not rather be content to pass from youth to age, 
Striving to do my Maker's work in life's short pilgrimage — 
Owning His mercies undeserved, His chastening lessons 

mild, 
As when a father kind and wise corrects an erring child ? 

Lord ! I recall my heedless wish ! — still let me, day by day, 
Beneath Thy pure all-seeing eye, pursue my humble way ; 
The steep and rugged hill of life with cheerful patience 

climb, 
Trusting to reach fair Zion's land at Thy appointed time! 
Or, if my hurried prayer in part Thou deignest to fulfil, 
Grant that with infant meekness I may ever wait Thy will; 
Aid me to school my rebel heart, to calm my fancies wild. 
And make me in submissive love indeed a little child. 
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A WALK IN A CHURCHYARD. 



BEY. B. C. TBBNCH. 



We walk'd within the churchyard bounds. 

My little boy and I — 
He laughing, running merry rounds, 

I pacing mournfully. 

" Nay, child ! it is not well," I said, 
" Among the graves to shout. 

To laugh and play among the dead, 
And make this noisy rout." 

A moment to my side he clung. 

Leaving his merry play — 
A moment still'd his joyous tpngue, 

Almost as hush'd as they ; 

Then, quite forgetting the command, 

In life's exulting burst 
Of early glee, let go my hand, 

Joyous as at the first. 
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And now I did not check him more, 

For, taught by Nature's face, 
I had grown wiser than before 

Even in that moment's space. 

She spread no funeral pall above 

That patch of churchyard ground, 
But the same azure vault of love 

As hung o'er all around ; 

And white clouds o'er that spot would pass 

As freely as elsewhere ; 
The sunshine on no other grass 

A richer hue might wear ; 

And form'd from out that very mould 

In which the dead did lie. 
The daisy with its eye of gold 

Look'd up into the sky. 

The rook was wheeling overhead. 

Nor hasten'd to be gone ; 
The small bird did its glad notes shed, 

Perch'd on a gray head-stone. 

And God, I said, would never give 

This light upon the earth. 
Nor bid in childhood's heart to live 

Those springs of gushing mirth, 

If our one wisdom were to mourn, 

And linger with the dead— 
To nurse, as wisest, thoughts forlorn 

Of worm, and earthy bed. 
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Oh, no ! — the glory earth puts on, 
The child's unchecked delight, 

Both witness to a triumph won — 
(If we but judged aright ;) 

A triumph won o*er sin and death— 
From these the Saviour saves ; 

And, like a happy infant, Faith 
Can play among the graves. 
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THE SYRO-PHENTCIAN WOMAN. 
Matt. xv. 22—28. 

emmelike dbummond. 



" Have mercy on me, Lord ! " she cried : 

He that petition heard — 
Although, to try the mourner's faith, 

" He answer'd not a word." 

Oh ! little knew his followers then 
The love that fill'd his heart : 

" Send her away," they said ; but He 
Would never say. Depart. 

" Lord help me ! " then again she cried ; 

And though no words of love 
At first repaid her faith, it brought 

A blessing from above ! 
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She was not worthy of his love, 
But still she knelt and pray'd ; 

And soon the words that Jesus spoke 
Her humble trust repaid. 

*' Great is thy faith ; and as thou wilt. 

So be it done to thee." 
And now she quickly hasten'd home 

The miracle to see. 

Oh ! had we but a faith like hers. 
Far oftener should we know 

The precious gifts which Jesus waits 
On sinners to bestow. 

And did we seek, like her, His aid 
Who saves in sorrow's hour, 

"We should by blest experience know 
His never-failing power ! 
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THE WKECK OF " THE FORFARSHIRE." 



T. K. HERVBY. 



She left her port — ^that gallant ship-^~ 

The mistress of the seas. 
Her canvass gleaming in the sun. 

Her pennant on the breeze. 
Gay, happy hearts upon her deck 

Left happy hearts behind; 
The prayers that speed the parting guest 

Went with her on the wind. 
As, like some strong and spirit-thing, 
The vessel toueh'd it with her wing I 

She left her port — the gallant bark 

That reach'd it never more ! 
The spirits have not met again 

That parted on that shore ! 
At night she lay a riven thing. 

The good ship and the free — 
The merry souls that sail'd her, gone 

Across a darker sea ! 
And all her pride of spar and sail 
Lost, like vain hopes, before the gale I 
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The wind that made, that summer mom. 

The music of her deck. 
Howls like a hungry demon now 

Above the lonely wreck ! 
But oh ! how many another voice 

That mingled with the strain, 
On loving hearts, in sigh or song, 

Shall never fall again ! 
Hark ! — did the wild wave send a cry, 
As of a soul in agony ? 

Beneath a sky without a star. 

On a sea without a sail. 
The desperate shout of drowning men, 

And woman's wilder wail. 
Heard, through the pauses of the storm. 

In frequent moan or scream. 
Like the wild nightmare sounds that vex 

The dreamer in a dream, 
Tell where a faint and feeble few 
Are left of all that gallant crew. 

And oh ! the fond and yearning thoughts 

That mingle with despair. 
As lips that never pray'd before 

Send up the spirit's prayer ! 
The faces of the far-away 

That smile across the sea, 
And low, sweet tones that reach the heart 

Through all its agony ! 
The hopes for others pour'd like rain. 
When for themselves hope seemeth vain ! 
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'Tis mom ! — and to that echoing rock 

What bright and blessed form 
Comes gliding like a thing of light, 

Amid the wrathful storm ? 
Hath He who hush'd the waves of old, 

And walk'd the foam- white lee. 
To where the lonely fisher-bark 

Lay tossing on the sea, 
Stretch'd forth His finger, strong to save 
From that wild tempest's yawning grave ? 

Hath mercy heard the human groans 

That rent the midnight air, 
And Qod His own sweet angel sent 

In answer to the prayer ? 
She Cometh ! *Twas an angel's part 

To pass yon dark abyss ! 
And God hath spoken to the heart 

That dared a scene like this ! 
Oh ! many a witness, dauntless one I 
Shall one day meet thee at His Throne ! 
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PETER WEEPING. 



BAMUEL M. WABING. 



Oh ! strong in purpose — ^frail in power, 
Where now the pledge so lately given ? 

Coward — to creatures of an hour, 
Bold — ^to the challenged bolts of heaven ! 

Shall that fierce eye e'er pour the stream. 

Of heart-wrung tears before its God ? 
Thus did the rock in Horeb seem, 

One moment ere it felt the rod. 

But Jesus turns — mysterious drops 
Before that kindly glance flow fast : 

So melt the snows from mountain-tops 
When the dark wintry hour is past. 

What might it be that glance could paint ? 

Did one deep-touching impress blend 
The more than sage — the more than saint — 

The more than sympathising friend ? 
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Was it that lightning thought retraced 
Some hallow'd hour beneath the moon, 

Or walk, or converse high that graced 
The Temple's column'd shade at noon ? 

Say, did that face to memory's eye 

With gleams of Tabor's glory shine ? 
Or did the dews of agony 

Still rest upon that brow Divine ? 

I know not : but I know a will 

That, Lord ! might frail as Peter's be ! 

A heart that had denied Thee still. 
E'en now — ^without a look from Thee ! 



296 POBTIO PBISK. 



THE OLD FLORIST. 

PROM " THOUGHTS OP THE BLIND.' 
MRS. T. K. HERVET. 



Where are ye, blessed flowers ? 
A cloud on every blossom lies, 
Along the lawn the day-spring dies, 

And heaven in anger lours. 
Oh ! never more to these dim eyes 
The beauty of your bloom shall rise, 
When, breathing soft as seraph sighs, 

Ye close at even hours ! 

Sweet odours haunt me still ; 
A rapture, hidden but intense. 
And springing from a two-fold sense. 

Through every pulse doth thrill : 
When lifts the broom its golden sheaves, 
I hear the rustling of the leaves. 
Till, like the spray the fountain weaves. 

Strange tears mine eyelids flU. 
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Where shall we meet again, 
O chastcners of the spirit's eye ? 
When tears are at their fountain dry, 

And life hath no more pain ; 
Where not as here ye drooping lie, 
Nor breathing wake, yet wake to die — 
Like hearts that break at memory's sigh 

To find their homage vain. 

Your beauty hath not fled ! 
Though light from these dull orbs hath flown, 
The sightless pilgrim not alone 

His tears like dews shall shed. 
He hears your light leaves* breezy tone. 
Whose sweets around his path have grown, 
And, while ye breathe, will never own 

The soul of feeling dead. 

There is a heavenward shore 
Which troubled waters never lave ; 
There shall your beauty bloom and wave. 

And, blooming, fade no more ; 
There, yearning love shall cease to crave. 
And, in a world beyond the grave. 
Shall turn from ye to Him who gave, 

To worship and adore. 
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A FEW YEARS. 



MISS E. M. HAMILTON. 



Oh ! afem years ! how the words come 

Like fi^st across the heart ! 
We need not weep, we need not smile— 
For a few yearsy a little while, 

And it will all depart : 
And we shall be with those who lie 
Where there is neither smile nor sigh. 

Yet, — afew yearsy — ^is this the whole 

Of chillness in the name ? 
That, glad or wretched, a few years 
With their tumultuous hopes and fears, 

And 'twill be all the same — 
Our names, our generations gone. 
Our day of life and life's dream done ? 

Ah ! this were nothing : fewer still 

Will do to bury all 
That made life pleasant once, and threw 
Over its stream the sunny hue 

That it shall scarce recall ; 
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There is a gloomier grave than death, 
For hearts where love is as life's breath. 

Ay ! pain sleeps now ; but, afefO) yews, 

And how all, all may change ! 
How soon, whose hearts were like our own, 
So woven with ours, so like in tone. 

By then may have grown strange; 
Or keep but that tame cutting show 
Of love that freezes fervour's flow ! 

Such things have been. Oh ! a few years^ 

They teach us more of earth. 
And of what all its sweetest things. 
Its kindly ties, its hopes' young springs, 

Its dearest smiles are worth. 
Than aught its sage ones ever told 
Before our own fond breasts grew cold. 

But, worst and saddest, a few years^ 

And happy is the heart 
That can believe itself the same — 
Its now calm pulse, so dead, so tame ! — 

To be the one whose lightest start 
Was bliss, even though it wrung hot tears, 
To the cold rest of later years. 

The storms and buds together gone> 

The sunshine and the rain, — 
Our hopes, our cares, our tears grown few. 
We love not as we used to do — 

We never can again ! 
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And thus much for afeu) short ^eom — 
Can the words hreathe of much that cheers? 

Tet something we must love, while life 

Is warm within the breast : 
Oh ! would that earth had not e'en yet 
Enough, too much, whereon to set 

Its tenderness supprest ! 
Would this world had indeed no more 
On which affection's depth to pour ! 

For then, how easy it would be. 

In contriteness of soul, 
Weary and sick, to bring to One, 
To the Unchangeable alone, 

Devotedly the whole ! 
Then, afevo years, at rest, forgiven, 
Himself would dry all tears in Heaven ! 
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CREATION'S PRAISES. 



LADY EMMELINE STUART WORTLET. 



Th' immemorial gray mountains ! uptowering and free, 
Like the bierarchs of nature still seem they to be : 
Ah ! HO Atlases bearing one eartfa*s petty weight, 
All the firmament's pride seems their burthen and freight. 

All its earths ! — all its heavens ! — its vast galaxied field, 
Where splendowrsx)n splendours shine throng'd and reveal'd; 
Soar aloft, kingly mountains ! — aye, fearless they soar. 
And sustaining that glory's dread burthen, adore 1 

Yea, they praise Thee, O XiOrd of those firmaments ! King 
Of the fSair worlds around ^ke fresh fountains that spring,) 
Their pure crests seem to praise Thee, and each hallow'd air 
That wakes, like a breath fresh from Paradise there. 

Ocean ! glassing tKose heavens, and thus bringing them down 
As to blend with our world — nearer Glory and Crown ! 
Not a wave but hath mirror'd the deep-glancing scene. 
Where the shadows of hosts of immortals have been. 
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And ye, stars ! do ye breathe not in light and in fire, 
(As though each were some angel-bard's far-beaming lyre,) 
That bright order, and beauty, and harmony move 
For aye in the steps of the source of all love. 

Man ! and thou ? — dost thou praise Him by acts and by 

words? 
Dost thou thrill to thy being's own innermost chords ? 
Doth thf/ smd to those long "Hallelujahs" reply, 
Boll'd in thunder and flame through all earth and all sky ? 

Ah I too oft while great Nature seems proffering her shrine 
For the pomp of full spirit-oblations divine. 
From her and thine ovm holiest happiness here 
Thou tum'st with weak scorn — self-unjust alid severe. 

While the darkly-magnificent heavens of the night — 
While the morning-star, heralding joyance and light — 
While the storms — while the seas — ^while the deserts and 

plains, 
Proclaim with eternal hosannas — "He reigns I" 

The One — silent, deaf, senseless, 'midst things He hath 

made, 
Seems man ! whom like monarch of all He arrayed : 
O'er whose head He stretch'd roofs, hung with suns and 

with flame I 
At whose feet swh a world, his heart's homage to claim I 

Shall the universe one glorious unison be, 

AU uniting in rapture of worship, save thee ? 

Shall far worlds — sever'd spaces — strange elements join 

In one deep diapason of homage divine ? 
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And shalt thou dwell apart, and thy worship retain, 
Perchance for those works that His voice did ordain-— 
Perchance for thyself, and the pomps, shows, and joys 
Of the swift, arrowy life which a moment destroys ? 

Those works, that are worships themselves! — ^that point 

still 
Upwards — ^upwards — the children of His mighty will ! 
Works ! that cease not by day and by night to proclaim. 
Out-thundering all thunder. His praise and His name ! 

And thyself ! while each power that thou vaunt'st still is 

given 
Direct from the o'erflowing rich treasuries of Heaven, 
And thy fast-fleeting life is but lent thee to lead 
To the life everlasting — ^the'true life indeed ! 

Immemorial proud mountains ! stoop lower your crest. 
Be ashamed for the earth and its vile human guest : 
Billowy ocean, be silent ! roll onward in peace. 
Bid your stormy august " Halleligahs " to cease. 

Stoop ! thou mountain ! but not for the weight or the might 
Of the far-stretching firmaments — ^height piled on height. 
Stoop ! since still from earth's floor to heaven's blue glister- 
ing roof. 
Thou hurl'st 'gainst mankind thine all-righteous reproof. 

Hush ! O ocean ! but not that the songs of the spheres — 
The strains of the blest — ^pierce through Time's rushing 

years! 
Hush ! since each lightest murmur of homage from thee 
Seems reproach to thy scornful clay-rulers to be. 
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Be the contrast less striking ! the upbraiding less stem ! — 
Pale — ye great crowning fires of the firmaments ! — ^bum ! 
Pale and faint ! so be all things less grandly sublime ! 
Thus Thy consciousness, Nature, shall crown not our crime ! 

Stars ! ye heavens in the heavens ! — all of joy, love, and 

Ught ! 
Hide your sovereign, sublime tribulations from sight ! 
Dare we gaze on your spheres, stirr'd all over with love, 
While ourselves and our brethren thus gracelessly move ? 

Thunder, whirlwind, and earthquake! ye, too, lords of 

doom! 
Shout the march of His might ^mid your grandeur of 

gloom ! 
Ye, too, lift up your voices of terror to cry, 
** Hail to Him who, above all the Highest, is High!" 

Old war-chariots of storm and the whirlwinds I delary. 
Or bear thousand hopes of man's soul on your way ; 
Not a wind on its course of rejoicing but sings 
Of immortal, transcendent, omnipotent things I 

And on trifles and toys still we wander intuit, 

And few tones with those thousand high tones have we 

blent : 
And we hoard in our hearts, ashy treasures, and things 
That drag earthwards our souls, from the joy of their wings 

Mighty forests ! what strength of devotion is there I 
Lo I the countless leaves thrill as with passionate prayer : 
The shadows — ^the silence — ^the depths are o'erspread 
With an hundred great presences, sacred and dread. 
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Let t« only listen, and fling earth's dull cares 
Away from our minds, till they tremble to prayers ; 
And the far-sounding chorus shall evermore ring 
In honour profound of their King and owr King. 

Joy ! Creation's grand hymn hath ne'er ceased to be sung ; 
'Tis resounded — repeated — no harp is unstrung ! 
In yon hollow-voiced thunder it lives and it rolls — 
If we will but listen, 'twill peal to our souls. 

Hark ! 'tis " Holy ! " stfll « Holy I " and Holy I " again : 
Worlds commence — ^worlds take up the majestical strain ; 
Worlds commence — worlds continue the wonderful hymn, 
Till the skies and their orbs are all perish'd and dim ! 

The truth that shone out with the rays of young light, — 
It shines out still as clear, with as searching a might ; 
And can we e'er be blind to its splendours intense ? 
When if we will but look, oh ! 'twill blaze to our sense. 

The eagle and lark, on their proud sunward flight, 
(Their pathways all strewn o'er with gold-bloom and light,) 
Think ye they bear the freight of their own joy alone ? 
With earth's deep soul of prayer and of praise they have flown ! 

From her hiUs — ^from her rocks — ^from her hoarse-sounding 

woods — 
From her free trackless wilds, and her loud torrent floods, — 
Fervent breathings of strong adoration are borne, 
To ruffle all the orient pavilions of mom ! 

Soaring messengers ! hurrying on high to convey 
Quick jubilant hints to the blue realms of day ! — 

n2 
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Oh ! dead are their hearts who no fair greetings send 
With the punctual plumed courier's high service to blend. 

And not only the mom and the noon seem to bear 
A deep rich weight of worship, that hallows the air ; 
But the dusk regal night, in her mystical sway, . 
A proud rivalry boasteth, and challengeth day. 

Yea I dark, gorgeous, magnificent heavens of old night, 
Where Time's self seems eternity, shown us aright ; 
AU thy suns have their Uriels, and breathe far around 
High tidings, for souls not in death-trance profound. 

To that Sabaoth of systems in awful array, 
Beleaguering our dull sense — enlightening our way, 
Shall Indifference dare still her base weapons oppose, 
And confront the confederate creations as foes ! 

Glorious nature ! too oft man deals death on his soul, 
Thought and mind! wrench'd from thy solemn lifeful 

control ; 
With dim ashes cast o'er them — ^vile taints, chiuns, and tears. 
Through that dark vale of shadows, where glide our vain 

years I 

From thy voice, mighty Mother, they turn, and forsake 
All thy haunts, all thy hoards ; thy high compact they 

break! 
Hollow sepulchres then of themselves e'en they seem ; 
Ah I no temple of Thee, and no palace of dream ! 

Then high visions forsake them and splendours of thought. 
With immortal delights and rich promises fraught ; — 
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And thou and thy wonders and mysteries no more 
Emparadise life with their fresh boundless store. 

Where should be thy throne is thy sepulchre cold I 
And not there are thy banners and pageants unroU'd, 
But a deep funeral darkness, or vapoury display 
Of the gauds of a moment, the pomps of a day ! 

And the mountains still point to the firmaments far ! — 
And those firmaments tremble with star link'd to star ; 
And still deep cries to deep ; and the clouds and the 

storms 
All repeat awful tidings — reflect mystic forms. 

And ten thousand great schemes and vast systems around. 
In one broad act of homage incessant, are bound : 
** Dust to dust ! " ever darkens our brief earthly day, — 
Worlds on worlds ever beckon us upwards — away ! 

Wake, Q man I populations and nations awake ! 
Your part in th* unboupded, dread chorus to take : 
They have ages to breathe adoration's high strain, 
Te have hov/rs ! and thus dare ye unquicken'd remain ? 

Join the hymn ! swell the unbounded, undying acclaim I 
Glory, honour, and praise, to the one glorious name ! 
While all majesties, powers, thrones, existences tend 
To that bright consummation — still world without end ! — 

While on universe — ^universe heap'd and amass'd. 

Burst and bound to proud being and birth — free and fast, 

That M the grand anthem of aU yet may join. 

And exalt their Great Maker's dread honours divine I 
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Ay ! on universe — universe gather'd and heap'd 
To their life of stupendous transcendence have leap'd. 
Till, while each lauds thy glory with powers mare supreme, 
Some new chaos of very creations they seem t 

Dazzling chaos I — of gorgeous ereaUoM, they prove 
All one harmony proud, though so mingled they move, 
And stiU spread and increase, streaming on evermore, 
Seas of infinUei ! new to flow towards a shore 1 

Ah ! as far as our frail fetter'd senses allow, 

Let us gaze on the scenes of their wonders e'en now I 

Where the heavens bum with stars — ^maze thick crowded 

on maze — 
Till all space to One Sun seems to brighten and blaze. 

Is't enough ? Oh ! if not, look, thou mortal ! within — 
Through the deep mists of doubt, through the dark clouds 

of sin — 
And behold the vast scene of thine oum awful soul, 
To the ken of a hush'd contemplation unroll ! 
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WISDOM UNAPPLIED. 



ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING. 



If I were thou, O butterfly ! 

And poised my purple wings to spy 

AH sweetest flowers that live and die — 

I would not waste my strength on those, 
As thou ; for summer hath a dose, 
And pansies bloom not in the snows. 

K I were thou, eagle proud ! 

And scream'd the thunder back to cloud. 

And faced the lightning in that shroud — 

I would not rest my royal throne. 
As thou, upon a crumbling stone, 
Which the next wind may trample down. 

If I were thou, O gallant steed ! 
With pawing hoof and dancing head. 
And eye outrunning thine own speed — 
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I would not meeken to the rein, 
As thou, nor smooth my nostril plain 
From the glad desert's snort and strain. 

If I were thou, red-breasted bird ! 
Whose song is at my lattice heard, 
By sleet and tempest undeterr'd — 

I would not overstay delight, 

As thou, but take a swallow's flight, 

Till the new spring retum'd to sight. 

While yet I spake, a sign was laid 
Upon my brow, whose pride did fade, 
As thus methought an angel said : — 

" K I were thou who sing'st this song — 
Most wise for others, and most strong 
In seeing right while doing wrong — 

" I would not waste my life, and choose. 
As thou, to seek what thou must lose. 
Frail joys that perish in the use. 

" I would not work where none can win, 
As thouy along the ways of sin, 
But look above, and strive within. 

" I would not champ the hard cold bit. 
As thouy of what the world thinks fit. 
But take God's liberty for it. 

" I would not let my heart beat high. 
As thou, toward fame's regality. 
Nor yet in love's great jeopardy. 



POBTIC PRISM. 311 

" I would not live earth's winter througby 
As thouy but (past the death in view) 
Live on for life God calls thee to. 

" Then sing, O singer I but avow 
That beast, and fly, and bird on bough, 
Howe'er unwise, are wise as thou ! " 
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« PRAY NOT FOR THE DEAD/' 



M. A. H. 



Pray not for the dead ! Alas, alas ! the prayer 
So often pour'd in bitterness of heart, 

In the first fulness of the soul's despair 
Over the grave of loved ones, who depart 

And leave us mourning — shall we not confess 

And know and feel its utter worthlessness ? 

Pray for the young ! That they may live and learn, 
And hallow their Creator's name, and love 

The creatures He hath made ; and so return 
The spirit to its resting-place above. 

To God who gave it — and the dust to dust, 

Whence it was taken. Pray for them and trust ! 

Pray for the weary and the sick at heart, 
For those bow'd down by sorrow's heavy weight ; 

Pray that the God of patience may impart 
His own good spirit to the desolate ; 

And pray that they who sow in tears may reap 

In joy unchanging. Pray for them and weep ! 
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Pray for the sinner — for the weak and blind — 
For them who will not, or who cannot pray ; 

Pray that the poor benighted ones may find 
A star to light the darkness of their way : 

The troubled spirit, the repentant tear 

May yet be theirs — then pray for them and fear. 

Pray for the dying, that their end be peace ! 

Pray for the mourners who beside them kneel ; 
Pray that the worn and aching heart may cease 

To sufier, though it may not cease to feel ; 
And oh ! that sorrow may not pass away, 
And leave those hearts unchasten'd, deeply pray ! 

But pray not for the dead — nor weep nor sigh ; 

Ye cannot know, ye cannot change their doom ; 
For as the tree hath fallen, it must lie. 

In loneliness of spirit, by the tomb 
Kneel down, and tears of contrite sorrow shed : 
Pray for the living — pray not for the dead ! 
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ON THE APPOINTMENT OF A MINISTER. 



JAMES MONTGOMERY. 



We bid thee welcome in the name 

Of Jesus our exalted Head 1 
Come as a servant — so He came. 

And we receive thee in His stead. 

Come as a shepherd ; guard and keep 
This fold from hell, and earth, and sin ; 

Nourish the lambs, and feed the sheep, 
The wounded heal, the lost bring in. 

( 'Ome as a watchman ; take thy stand 
Upon thy tower amidst the sky, 

And when the sword comes on the land, 
Call us to fight, or warn to fly. 

Come as an angel, hence to guide 
A band of pilgrims on their way. 

That, safely walking at thy side. 
We fail not, faint not, turn nor stray. 
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Come as a teacher sent from God, 
Charged his whole counsel to declare ; 

Lift o'er our ranks the prophet's rod, 
While we uphold thy hands with prayer. 

Come as a messenger of peace, 
Fill'd with the Spirit, fired with love ; 

Live to behold our large increase. 
And die to meet us all above ! 
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(Original.) 
THE REFUGE. 



Hast thou thy God forsaken 
Who led thee by the way ? 
Have broken earthly cisterns 
Allured thy steps astray ? 
Hast thou thy gold been spending 
For that which is not bread, 
And are thine eyes now open'd, — 
Have all thy comforts fled ? 

Yet there is balm in Gilead, 
Still a Physician there — 
He waiteth near to heal thee, 
Who hears and answers prayer. 
Thou like the dove hast wander'd, 
Hast found all drear and dark ; 
Be like the dove returning, 
With Jesus for thine ark. 



POETIC PRISM. 317 

Accept His invitation : 
He says " Return to me — 
The living bread from Heaven 
My Father gives to thee." 
Freely the gift is offer'd — 
Oh ! turn no more away, 
Nor longer plead thy weakness : 
His strength shall be thy stay. 

Within that Ark once sheltered, 

The world shall lure in vain ; 

Heaven's windows may be open'd, 

But fear thou not its rain ; 

Floods that overwhelm the sinner 

Shall lift thy thoughts on high, 

And rising waters bear thee 

Still nearer to the sky. >^ 



318 POETIC PRISM. 



THE PASSION-FLOWER. 



BBRNABD BARTON. 



We roam the seas — give new-found isles 
Some king's or conqueror's name ; 

We rear on earth triumphant piles 
As meeds of earthly fame ; 

We soar to heaven ; and to outlive 

Our life's contracted span, 
Unto the glorious stars we give 

The names of mortal man. 

Then may not one poor floweret's bloom 

The holier memory share 
Of Him who, to avert our doom, 

Vouchsafed our sins to bear ? 

And may not e'en a simple flower 
Proclaim His glorious praise, 

Whose fiat only had the power 
Its form from earth to raise ? 
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Then freely let thy blossom ope 

Its beauties, to recall 
A scene which bids the humble hope 

In Him who died for all ! 
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THE ORCHIS PYRAMDALIS. 

(7BOM THE BUIN8 OF THCRNHAM CASTLE, KENT.) 



DOUGLAS ALLPORT. 



A FLOWER is not a flower alone — 
A thousand sanctities invest it ; 
And as they form a radiant zone 
Around its simple beauty thrown. 
Their magic tints become its own. 
As if their spirit had possessed it. 

The sprightly morning's " breezy call," 
And cool gray light around it streaming 

The holy calm of even-fall, 

The majesty of night, and all 

The glories of its starry pall 
Above it eloquently beaming ; 

" The precious things of heaven — the dew ' 

That on the turf beneath it trembled ; 

The distant landscape's tender blue, 

The twilight of the woods that threw 

Their solemn shadows where it grew, 

Are at its potent call assembled. 
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And while that simple plant for me 

Brings all these varied charms together, 

I hear the murmurs of the bee. 

The splendour of the skies I see, 

And breathe those airs that wander free 
O'er banks of thyme and blooming heather. 

Thus, when within my sunless room. 

Heart- sick and mock'd by Mammon's leaven, 

The pyramids of purple bloom 

Blush through its loneliness and gloom, 

The spirit bursts its living tomb, 
And basks beneath the open heaven. 

There, as on some green knoll reclined. 
The summer landscape round me glowing, 

While gentle ardours fill the mind, 

I leave the unquiet world behind. 

And hear a voice in every wind 

Around my fervent temples blowing. 

The self-same voice, how calm and still ! 

That rends the rock and wakes in thunder. 
Proclaiming from the tinkling rill. 
The vocal copse, and breezy hill. 
As meekly as the dews distil. 

Its ceaseless ministries of wonder. 

« The Eternal Power and Godhead" then, 

Is seen and loved in all around us : 
Seen in the deep and dewy glen, 
And loved to agonising, when 
We know ourselves to be but men. 

And feel this tabernacle bound us. 
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Thus, through this wood-side plants the mind 
Sweeps the vast range of things created. 

And longs, and pants, and fails to find. 

In earth, air, ocean, sky combined. 

Those joys unfading and refined 
By which its famine may be sated. 

Its very cravings wean it hence. 
It anchors where its rest remaineth ; 

And who has power to drive it thence ? 

Its helper is Omnipotence, 

The Rock of Ages its defence. 

And sinlessness the prize it gaineth. 
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(®rfgtn«I.) 
THE SPREAD OF THE GOSPEL. 

REV. W. H. BATHUBST. 



How long, O gracious Lord ! how long 

Shall Satan his dominion keep, 
Encourage violence and wrong, 

And vex Thy church, and tear Thy sheep ? 

When wilt Thou grant us to behold 
The dawning of that glorious day. 

So long expected and foretold. 

When earth shall own Messiah's sway ? 

Behold ! the dawning has begun ; 

Bright streaks are in the eastern sky ; 
And soon the full unclouded sun 

Shall lift his blazing orb on high. 

See! the light breaks o'er China's wall. 
And Slam's turrets catch the rays ; 

Burmah has heard the awak'ning call. 
And India brightens in the blaze. 
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From Polynesia's coral shore 

Pass to New Zealand's isle the beams ; 
And where Canadian tempests roar, 

Wake the Red Indian from his dreams. 

'Tis but the dawn ! On many a coast 
The shades of death are brooding still ; 

Millions in sin and error lost 
Are led by Satan at his will. 

Lord ! hasten on the promised time 

When Christ shall call the world his own. 

And heavenly truth in every clime 
Shall fix its undisputed throne. 
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2 KINGS V. 26. 



*' Is it a time to receive money, and to receive garments, and oliveyards, and 
vineyards, and sheep, and oxen, and men-servants, and maid-servants ? " 



KEBLE. 



Is this a time to plant and build, 
Add house to house, and field to field, 
When round our walls the battle lowers, 
When mines are hid beneath our towers, 
And watchful foes are stealing round 
To search and spoil the holy ground ? 

Is this a time for moonlight dreams 
Of love and home by mazy streams — 
For fancy with her shadowy toys. 
Atrial hopes and pensive joys, 
While souls are wandering far and wide, 
And curses swarm on every side ? 
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No ! rather steel thy melting heart 
To act the martyr's sternest -part — 
To watch; with firm unshrinking eye, 
Thy darling visions as they die, 
Till all bright hopes and hues of day 
Have faded into twilight gray. 

Yes ! let them pass without a sigh ; 

And if the world seem dull and dry, 

If long and sad thy lonely hours, 

And winds have rent thy sheltering bowers. 

Bethink thee what thou art and where — 

A sinner in a life of care ! 

The fire of God is soon to fall 
(Thou know'st it) on this earthly ball : 
Full many a soul, the price of blood, 
Mark'd by th' Almighty's hand for good, ' 
To utter death that hour shall sweep — 
And will the saints in Heaven dare weep ? 

Then in His wrath shall God uproot 
The trees He set, for lack of fruit. 
And drown in rude tempestuous blaze 
The towers His hand had deign'd to raise. 
In silence, ere that storm begin. 
Count o'er His mercies, and thy sin. 

Pray only that thy aching heart, 
From visions vain content to part. 
Strong for love's sake its wo to hide. 
May cheerful wait the cross beside — 
Too happy if, that dreadful day. 
Thy life be given thee for a prey. 
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Snatch'd sudden from th' avehging rod, 
Safe in the bosom of thy God, 
How wilt thou then look back, and smile 
On thoughts that bitterest seem'd erewhile, 
And bless the pangs that made thee see 
This was no world of rest for thee ! 
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(tf^rfgitral.) 



ON BEADING, WITH DEEP EMOTION, THE NARRATIVE OF ODB BAYIOCR's 
SUFFSHINGS IN ST MATTHEw's 008PEI.. 



THE AUTHORESS OF " THE MORAL OF FLOWERS.' 



Back to your fount, ye tears ! unless you flow 
From some pure source which God himself has blest — 
From consecrated depths of love and wo, 
Which only lie within the contrite breast. 

Else ye but mock me with the gracious sign 
Of godly sorrow, while my heart remains 
Cold as the iceberg which reflects the shine 
Of glorious noon, and yet no warmth retains. 

But if that heart unto the cross doth cling. 
Mourning the sins which yet it hopes forgiven — 
If such indeed your source, then ever spring, 
For, oh ! when man thus weeps, there's joy in Heaveu. 
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(©riginal.) 
TO THE MOON. 

BLFRIDA ST AUBYN. 



Shine on, thou beauteous moon! — shine on ! I love 
To turn from this dark world and look on thee, 
Gladd'ning with light the clear blue sky above. 
And shedding radiance over land and sea. 

Methinks too pure appears thy heavenly smile 
To rest on such a sinful world as this ; 
How doth it oft my sadden'd heart beguile, 
And waft my spirit to a land of bliss ! 

There is a soothing power in thy rays, 
Which oft can calm the agitated breast, 
And cause it, e'en in sorrow's night, to praise 
His love who gives the mourning sinner rest. 

o 2 
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As now thy silvery pathway o'er the sea 

Lights the dark wave to yonder distant shore. 

So may the light of Jesus' love on me 

Shine still, and guide where storms are heard no more. 

Then shall I no more need thy peaceful ray — 
" There shall be no more night ;" for in that land. 
The Sun of Righteousness, through endless day, 
Shall be the portion of his ransom'd band. 
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(©rigiitaX.) 
THE LORD'S PRAYER' FREELY PARAPHRASED. 



R. B. H. 



Our Father ! we had lost 
All title to thy care ; 
But Christ the Lord, 
The mighty Word, 
Thy Son and rightful heir, 
Hath paid our ransom's cost. 
That we, thy sons, joint heirs with Him, might be, 
Through this dark world, and in eternity. 

Our Father ! glorify 
Thyself to each one's heart ; 
Let all confess 
Thy righteousness, 
How great and true Thou art ; 
Thy kingdom speedily 
In its millennial splendour 'stablish Thou, 
And let the world before Thy glory bow. 

The angel-hosts above 
Rejoice to do Thy will ; 
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Man, man alone 
Contemns to own — 
Refuses to fulfil 
The law he ought to love. 
O Lord ! whatever is pleasing in thy sight. 
In that, we pray Thee, teach us to delight. 

Food, raiment, shelter, all. 
Thy bounty doth supply : 
Earth from her fields 
Thy plenty yields ; 
Tlien, Father ! hear our cry ; 
Now for thy help we call — 
By Thy kind providence and gracious power, 
Pour down Thy streams of good, each day, each hour. 

There are who much have wrought 
To mar our heart's content — 
As we forgive, 
So let us live. 
Forgiven — ^the dark page rent 
Which tells ill deed or thought ; 
And lead us not near sin's alluring way, 
But from all snares preserve us day by day. 

For Thine the kingdom. Lord ! 
All power to Thee belongs. 
And glory bright 
Is Thine of right ; 
Let men and angel's songs 
Praise thy resistless word ; 
For those high attributes which all adore, 
Will shine, nor dimm'd, nor rivalled, evermore. 
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ST MAKK Vn. 34. 



" And looking up to heaven, He sighed, and saith unto him, Ephphatha, 
tbat is, Be opened." 



KEBLE. 



The Son of God in doing good 

Was fain to look to heaven and sigh : 
And shall the heirs of sinful blood 

Seek joy unmix'd in charity ? 
God will not let love's work impart 
Full solace, lest it steal the heart : 
Be thou content in tears to sow, 
Blessing, like Jesus, in thy wo. 

He look'd to heaven, and sadly sigh'd — 
What saw my gracious Saviour there, 
With fear and anguish to divide 

The joy of heaven-accepted prayer ? 
So o'er the bed where Lazarus slept. 
He to his Father groan'd and wept : 
What saw He mournful in that grave, 
Knowing himself so strong to save ? 
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O erwhelming thoughts of pain and grief 

Over His sinking spirit sweep : 
" What boots it gathering one lost leaf 
Out of yon sere and wither d heap — 
Where souls and bodies, hopes and joys, 
All that earth owns, or sin destroys. 
Under the spuming hoof are cast. 
Or tossing in the autumnal blast ? " 

The deaf may hear the Saviour's voice, 

The fetter'd tongue its chain may break ; 
But the deaf heart, the dumb by choice, 
The laggard soul, that will not wake. 
The guilt that scorns to be forgiven — 
These baffle e'en the spells of heaven ; 
In thought of these, his brows benign 
Not even in healing cloudless shine. 

No eye but His might ever bear 

To gaze all down that drear abyss ; 
Because none ever saw so clear 

The shore beyond of endless bliss. 
The giddy waves so restless hurl'd. 
The vex'd pulse of this feverish world. 
He views and counts with steady sight. 
Used to behold the Infinite. 

But that in such communion high 
He hath a fount of strength within. 

Sure Bis meek heart would break and die, 
O'erburden'd by his brethren's sin. 

Weak eyes on darkness dare not gaze — 

It dazzles like the noon-day blaze ; 
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But He who sees God's face may brook 
On the true face of sin to look. 

What then shall wretched sinners do^ 
When in their last, their hopeless day, 

Sin, as it is, shall meet their view, 
God turn his face for aye away ? 

Lord ! by thy sad and earnest eye. 

When Thou did'st look to heaven and sigh ; 

Thy voice, that with a word could chase 

The dumb, deaf spirit from his place ; 

As thou hast touched our ears, and taught 
Our tongues to speak thy praises plain. 
Quell Thou each thankless, godless thought 

That would make fast our bonds again. 
From worldly strife, from mirth unblest. 
Drowning thy music in the breast. 
From foul reproach, from thrilling fears, 
Preserve, good Lord ! thy servants' ears. 

From idle words, that restless throng, 

And haunt our hearts when we would pray — 

From pride's false chime, and jarring wrong, 
Seal thou my lips, and guard the way : 

For thou hast sworn, that every ear, 

WUHng or loth, thy trump shall hear. 

And every tongue unchained be 

To own no hope, no God, but Thee ! 
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TO THE WATCHER, THE HOLY ONE. 



EDMUND PEEL. 



On love eternal do we nightly rest, 

On Him who careth casting all our care ? 

O Lord ! for thou art willing, hear our prayer ! 

And grant, for thou art able, our request ! 

From ghastly visions which the soul molest, 
Phantoms around the dungeon of despair. 
From cruel outrage, and from subtle snare. 
Preserve, Lord ! thy people sore-oppress'd ! 

They in the light of thine unwearied eye 

Who find protection, lay them down in peace, 
To live rejoicing, and resign'd to die ; 

For, to ih^ faithful, death is a release — 
The portal to that Paradise on high 
In which the living from their labours cease. 



POETIC PRISM. 337 



GATHER RIPE FRUITS, O DEATH! 



THOMAS RAGO, 



Gather ripe fruits, O Death ! 
Strew not the pathway of the tomb with flowers ; 
Invade not childhood with thy withering breath ; 
Pass on! and touch not youth's bright sunny bowers. 

There are enough for thee 
Of hearts that long for thy serene repose. 
That fain among the lowly-laid would be, 
Pierced deep with festering wounds that wiU not close. 

Go to the desolate. 
Whom thou hast robb'd of every star-bright thing, 
On whom the smiles of hope no longer wait. 
Whose loves have pass'd upon the morning's wing. 

Go to the wearied frame. 
That seeks to slumber on the grave's cold breast. 
That finds life's pleasures but an empty name, 
.And longs to flee away and be at rest. 

p 
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Go to the saints of God, 
Whose souls are weary of the world and sin^ 
Who fain would tread the path their Saviour trod, 
And greet the tomb that lets heaven's glories in. 

Take these, take these to rest! 
But smite not chUdhood in its mirthful play, 
Snatch not the infant from its mother's breast, 
Steal not the loved and loving ones away ! 

Gather ripe fruits, O Death ! 
Strew not the pathway of the tomb with flowers ; 
Invade not childhood with thy withering breath ; 
Pass on ! and touch not youth's bright fragrant bowers. 
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SONNET. 



M. J. CHAPMAN. 



It is a glorious thing to feel secure ! 

In solitude or 'mid the world's rude din, 

Against aU fears to be sustain'd within ; 
To make sweet music of thoughts just and pure, 
While we regard those ills we must endure 

As roots from which immortal joys begin, 

Recover'd from the soil of mortal sin 
By Him whose banner is our coverture : 
Glorious to see things as they are ! and stand 

On truth's serenest hill-top, far above 
The mists of error, where o'er shifting sand 

The uneasy travelers in mazes move; 
While from our Pisgah we behold the land 

Of promise, bright with God's eternal love. 
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AFRAID TO DIE! 



MBS SIGOURNET. 



I* And deUrer them who, from fear of death, were all their lifetime subject 
to bondage.** — Hebrtwt ii. L&. 



Afraid to die ! — afraid to sleep 

In earth, our mother's tranquil breast, 

"Where snares and troubles vex no more, 
And all the weary are at rest ? 

Afraid to die ! — afraid to take 

His hand who trod the shadowy vale, 

And leads us on to pastures green, 
And living streams that never fail ? 

Afraid to die ! — afraid to trust 

His promise who shall burst the tomb, 

And raise the renovated dust 

More glorious from its transient gloom ? 

Afraid to die ! — afraid to meet 

The guardian bands who watchful wait, 
And spread their radiant pinions wide 

To bear us through salvation's gate ? 
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Airaid to die ! — ^prefer to be 

A stranger in these courts below ? 
A pilgrim, when the lights of home 

Bright through our Father's windows glow. 

Afraid to die ! — oh, grant us grace, 

Thou who did'st dare the spoiler's strife, 

Calmly to meet his cold embrace. 
And soar to everlasting life ! 
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HYMN AT SUNSET AJVIONG THE ALPS. 



O Thou who hast thine altar made 

On every mountain's brow ; 
Whose temple is the forest's shade. 

Its arch the forest bough — 
Thou hast ever listen'd when we pray'd. 

And Thou wilt hear us now ! 

Full kingly is Thy royal grace, 

On the wide world pour'd forth : 
From the sunny south, " in pride of place," 

To the ice-girded north. 
The glorious beauty of thy face 

Doth shine upon the earth. 

To each — to all — thy bounty flows, 

Full, boundless, deep, and free : 
Thou hast flowers for earth, and stars for heaven, 

And gems for the blue sea ; 
And for us our everlasting hills. 

And hearts which dauntless be. 
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More hast thou given, O God ! yet more, 

Than our spirits true and bold ; 
And our mighty mountain sentinels, 

Those watchers, stem and cold — 
The shadow of a glorious past 

Our memory doth enfold. 

That little band of shepherd men 

Who left their flocks with Thee, 
And, strong in heart, went boldly forth 

To make our mountains free : 
Thy hand was with their steadfast worth. 

And they won the victory. 

And they, the saints of later time. 

Who dwelt in places lone. 
And wandering exiles for their faith. 
Through toil and famine, fight and death. 

Their martyr crowns have won : 
'Twas thou received their parting breath. 

And they sit beneath Thy throne. 

Forsake us not ! but as of old. 

So let our spirits be ; 
And give us still the courage bold 

To keep our mountains free ; 
And our ancestral faith to hold. 

Wherewith we worship Thee. 

The cattle on a thousand hills, 

The feeble and the small — 
We leave throughout the silent night, 

Nor fear lest harm befall ; 
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For Thou who blest the patriarch's store, 
Wilt guard and keep them all. 

Praise from the mountain's lordly crest, 
Praise from the valley lone, 

For all our daily blessedness. 

For our bright ones who are gone, 

To Thee, the mightiest, wisest, best. 
The great Eternal One ! 
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STANZAS. 



WORDSWORTH. 



Not seldom, clad in radiant vest, 
Deceitfully goes forth the mom ; 

Not seldom evening in the west 
Sinks smilingly forsworn. 

The smoothest seas will sometimes prove. 
To the confiding bark, untrue ; 

And, if she trust the stars above. 
They can be treacherous too. 

The umbrageous oak, in pomp outspread, 
Full oft, when storms the welkin rend, 

Draws lightning down upon the head 
It promised to defend. 

But Thou art true, incarnate Lord ! 

Who did'st vouchsafe for man to die ; 
Thy smile is sure, thy plighted word 

No change can falsify ! 
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I bent before Thy gracious throne. 

And ask'd for peace on suppliant knee ; 

And peace was given — ^nor peace alone, 
But faith sublimed to ecstasy ! 
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(©riginat) 

THE RETROSPECT FROM GLORY. 

Detjt. vin. 2. 

A. R» c. 



When we reach a quiet dwelling 

On the strong eternal hills. 
And our praise to Him is swelling. 

Who the vast creation fills — 
When the paths of prayer, and duty, 

And affliction, all are trod. 
And we wake and see the beauty 

Of our Saviour and our God — 

With the light of resurrection. 
When our changM bodies glow, 

And we gain the full perfection 
Of the bliss begun below ; 
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When the life that " flesh " ohscureth 
In each radiant fonn shall shine, 

And the joy that aye endureth 
Gushes full in streams divine — 

While we wave the palms of glory 

Through the long eternal years. 
Shall we e'er forget the story 

Of our mortal griefis and fears ? 
Shall we e'er forget the sadness, 

And the clouds that hung so dim, 
When our hearts are fill'd with gladness, 

And our tears are dried by Wm ? 

Shall the memory be banish'd 

Of His kindness and His care, 
When the wants and woes are vanish'd 

Which He loved to soothe and share ? 
All the way by which he brought us. 

All the grievings that He bore. 
All the patient love that taught us — 

Shall we think of them no more ? 

Yes ! we surely shall remember 

How He quicken'd us from death. 
How He fann'd the dying ember 

With His spirit's glowing breath ! 
We shaU read the tender meaning 

Of the sorrows and alarms, 
As we trod the desert, leaning 

On His everlasting arms. 
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And His rest will be the dearer 

As we think of weary ways, 
And " His light " will be the clearer 

As we muse on cloudy days. 
Oh ! 'twill be a glorious morrow 

To a sad and stormy day !' 
We shall recollect our sorrow 

As the streams that pass away. 
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SONNET. 
HUMILITY AND FAITH. 

REV. H. ALFORD. 



Saviour and Lord beloved ! what homage new 
Shall Thy church give Thee in these latter days. 
When there is nothing new ? No song of praise 

That ages have not sung, nor worship due 

That hath not long been paid ? Faithful and true 
Our hearts are beating to Thee : can we raise 
No monument for victories of grace — 

Must aU our efforts be so poor and few ? 

Oh, vain and earthly wish — ^that would be great 
In over-serving ! rather may we lie 

In ipeekest self-devotion at Thy feet, 
And watch the quiet hours as they pass by, 

Content and thankful for occasion shown 

To make old service and old faith our own ! , 
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S. MAEIA EST VIA LATA. 

Paul's bzkbo housv 
<* SOLACE OF SONG." 



Paul dwelt two whole years in his own hired house ^Acts xzviii. 30. 



There is a pleasure which the curious find 
When yielding to the fancy's secret spell, 
Endowing stones with attributes of mind. 

And voice, to murmiu' tidings from their shell 
Of ages floating down the stream of Time- 
Tales of their inert being's earliest prime. 

Thus they cry out — ^they live to tell erf war, 

Of human violence the crushing arm, 
Of deeds of lowering hate and fell despair. 

Of a home's blessings, love's delicious charm ; 
They tell where Murder's bloody step hath trod ; 
Echoing the martyr's groans for vengeance from his God ! 
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Two lingering years, these rude and rough-hewn stones 
The prisoner* harbour'd — so the legends say — 

His inward conflicts noted, heard his moans, 
The gleam reflected of each heaven-sent ray : 

Then list their voice — ^they may awhile unfold 

Lessons of wisdom from the days of old. 

They tell of wo — ^¥rrought by his fretting chain. 

And inward canker of unbidden sin ; 
Hardness of those, who dared the cross disdain, 

Yet vainly hoped the proffer'd crown to win ; 
They saw him gird his armour to the flght, 
And prayerful wrestling seek celestial might ! 

They tell of labour — noon, and night, and morn. 
Faint heart to cheer, the stubborn will subdue ; 

Eepelling Jewish hate and Gentile scorn ; 
Pointing a Saviour to the sinner's view ; 

His Master's cross they saw him meekly bear — 

A day of labour, and a night of prayer. 

They tell of comfort — when of love the glance 
Pierced, like a sword, within the heart's recess. 

Causing the faint and sinking spirits dance 
With a quick sense of inborn happiness — 

The summer sun, that gilds a stormy sky. 

Beams not so welcome to the wanderer's eye ! 

They tell of joy — ^when 'fore the Spirit's power. 
The shatter'd arms of vanquish'd Nature lay. 

And fitful burst upon the midnight hour 
Bright dawnings of an everlasting day ; 

• Ephesians iii. 1. 
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When Jew and Gentile in the dust adored, 

By heavenly might bow'd down to own Messiah Lord. 

They tell of raptwre — when a vision bright 

Beam'd as his guerdon from the Throne above ; 

A crown of glory, and a robe of light, 

Seal'd with the covenant seal of covenant love ! 

When sounds of angel-harps and voices flow'd 

O'er the full soul, waft from the throne of God ! 

Who would not linger in this silent cell, 
The hum of centuries rolling on his ear, 

With Paul in fetter'd loneliness to dwell, 
Joy in his smile and sorrow in his tear ! 

With him at Jesus' footstool sweetly learn 

Lessons of heavenly love, and feel the kindlings burn ?* 

Who would not linger where the Saviour came 
And went, an ever-loved and frequent guest — 

As speeds the eagle, with a mother's flame. 
To guard and feed the inmates of her nest ; 

And, fluttering o'er the life she holds so dear. 

Each want supplies, and soothes each throbbing fear ? 

Lo ! through the gloom celestial glories stream. 

Opening a vista to th' enraptured eye ; 
While these rude stones the bright reflection gleam. 

And point the gaze to yonder scenes on high. 
Where bums the Throne amid the angelic seven ! 
— It is the House of God — It is the Gate of Heaven ! f 

• Luke xxir. 32. f Gen. xxviii 17. 
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DEATH OF A CHRISTIAN. 



BBV. W. H. BATHUBST. 



How sweet the hour of closing day. 
When all is peaceful and serene, 

And the broad sun's retiring ray 
Sheds a mild lustre o'er the scene I 

Such is the Christian's parting hour — 
So peacefully he sinks to rest ; 

And faith, rekindling all its power. 
Lights up the languor of his breast. 

There is a radiance in his eye, 
A smile upon his wasted cheek, 

That seems to tell of glory nigh, 

In language that no tongue can speak. 

A beam from Heaven is sent to cheer 
The pilgrim on his gloomy road ; 

And angels are attending near 

To bear him to their bright abode ! 
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Who would not wish to die like those 

Whom God's own Spirit deigns to bless- 
To sink into that soft repose, 
Then wake to perfect happiness ? 

O Lord ! that we may thus depart, 

Thy joys to share, Thy face to see, 
Impress thine image on our heart. 

And teach us now to walk with Thee! 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 



ROBERT KATE GREVILLE. 



God I from Thee alone 

Our earthly blessings flow ; 
What is there not thine own 

Of all we prize below ? 
We are but stewards here— 

Lord ! may we faithful prove, 
And what we hold most dear 

Deny not to Thy love I 

Awake ! then, ye to whom 

God has so freely given 
To fly the sinner's doom. 

And know the path to Heaven ! 
A sound comes o'er the deep, 

A loud and bitter cry ; 
A thousand Christians sleep — 

A thousand heathen die I 
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Ye know the joyful news ; 

Hide not the blessed word ! 
Oh, how can ye refuse 

To tell what ye have heard ? 
Ye know your Lord's command — 

Ye have that ye may give 
With ready heart and hand. 

That others too may live. 
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HYMN IN HARVEST TIME. 



CHARLES WEST THOMPSON. 



'Neath summer's bright and glorious sky^ 

While proudly waves the golden grain, 
And through the falling fields of rye 

Comes on the joyous reaper train — 
While Nature smiles, and hill and plain 

Are tranquil as the sleeping sea, 
And peace and plenty brightly reign 

By homestead, hearth, and forest tree — 
God of the seasons ! unto Thee we raise 
Our hands and hearts in melody and praise ! 

There is a sweet breath from the hills. 

The incense from the mountain air. 
Which from a thousand flowers distils 

Its odours delicate and rare : 
We feel its balm — we see it there 

Among the bending wheat-blades move, 
Kissing their tops in dalliance fair. 

As if its very life were love I 
God of the harvest ! whence its breezes blow, 
Receive the humble thanks thy creatures owe ! 
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Our loaded wain comes winding home — 

Then let us rest beneath the shade 
Of this old oak, our verdant dome, 

And watch the evening shadows fade : 
O'er mount and meadow, lawn and glade. 

They spread their deepening tints of gray, 
Till all the scene their hues pervade. 

And twilight glories melt away. 
God of the world, who round Thy curtain throws. 
Thanks for the time of quiet and repose ! 

How still is Nature all around I 

No song is sung, no voice is heard, 
Save here and there a murmuring sound. 

As if some restless sleeper stirr'd ; 
The grasshopper, night's clamorous bird, 

Chirps gay, but all is hush'd beside, 
And silence is the soothing word 

Whose spell diffiises far and wide ; 
God of the universe ! by night and day. 
We bless Thee for the gifts we ne'er can pay ! 
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" MY BELOVED IS MINE, AND I AM HIS/ 



RBV. H. F. LTTB. 



Long did I toil, and knew no earthly rest — 
Far did I rove, and found no certain home ; 

At last I sought them in His sheltering breast 
Who opes His arms and bids the weary come. 

With Him I found a home — a rest divine ; 

And I since then am His, and He is mine ! 

Yes ! He is mine I And nought of earthly things, 
Not all the charms of pleasure, wealth, or power. 

The fame of heroes, or the pomp of kings. 
Could tempt me to forego His love an hour : 

Go, worthless world — I cry — with all that's thine ! 

Go ! — ^I my Saviour's am, and He is mine ! 

The good I have is from His stores supplied — 
The ill is only what He deems the best : 

He for my friend, I'm rich with nought beside, 
And poor without Him, though of all possess'd. 

Changes may come — I take, or I resign, 

Content while I am His, while He is mine ! 
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Whatever may change, in Him no change is seen — 
A glorious Sun that wanes not nor declines ; 

Above the clouds and storms He walks serene, 
And sweetly on His people's darkness shines. 

All may depart — I fret not nor repine, 

While I my Saviour's am, while He is mine! 

He stays me falling — ^lifts me up when' down ; 

Reclaims me wandering ; guards from every foe ; 
Plants on my worthless brow the victor's crown, 

Which in return before His feet I throw, 
(Irieved that I cannot better grace His shrine, 
Who deigns to own me His, as He is mine ! 

While here, alas ! I know but half His love, 
But half discern Him, and but half adore ; 

But when I meet Him in the realms above, 
I hope to love Him better — upraise Him more. 

And feel and tell, amid the choir divine, 

How fully I am His, and He is mine ! 
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« PRAY WITHOUT CEASING." 



" Prat without ceasing !" — ^pray, 

And keep thine armour bright ; 

Pray through the busy day, 

And in the gloomy night ! 

E'en in the hours of sleep 

Thy thoughts may rise above ; 

Thy God his watch will keep 

With never-tiring love. 
When morning dawns, and at the day's decline, 
And in the noon, be raised that prayer of thine. 

" Pray without ceasing!" — pray ! 

Thine enemies are strong ; 

Encamping round thy way, 

All day and all night long. 

Sleep'st thou while others wake ? 

No ! rouse thee yet once more, 

Thy shield and helmet take. 

And aid Divine implore ! 
Look ever upward to the strong for strength. 
Be more than conqueror in His name at length. 
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Pray ! — and in Jesus' name 

Still let each prayer be made ; 

In firm reliance claim 

The Spirit's powerful aid ! 

Turn from thyself away, 

Thy sorrow and thy sin, 

Thy Lord himself shall pray — 

Thy Saviour throned within. 
Now " strong in faith," this very hour believe, 
And all thy God can offer thee, receive. 

Pray ! thousands are around 

To whom this world is all ; 

Yet this is mercy's ground — 

For them be heard thy call. 

E'en in the busy street. 

Where heedless thousands press, 

Thy Saviour marks thy feet ; 

He comes thy soul to bless ! 
Try— thou raay'st hold sweet communings with Him 
Amid that crowded city's busy din. 

" Pray without ceasing ! " — ^pray ! 

The helpless and the weak. 

Whose lives pass swift away. 

And babes who cannot speak — 

These, these demand thy prayer — 

Their very silence pleads ; 

Oh, lift thy glance to where 

Thy Saviour intercedes I 
That Lord inspires and loves the suppliant tone; 
But ask not blessings for thyself alone ! 
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" Pray without ceasing ! " — ^pray 

A little moment more, 

And thou shalt find thy way 

To heaven's eternal shore ! 

Then prayer shall end in praise. 

Want be a word unknown, 

And thou shalt blend thy lays 

With angels round the Throne ! 
Praise without ceasing then thy work shall be 
To Him who chose, and call'd, and ransom'd thee. 
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(Original.) 

A MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY SONG TO HER 
FIRST-BORN. 

BEY. THOMAS DALE. 



Beauteous and most beloved ! 

The year that dawn'd upon thy birth 
On rosy wings hath lightly moved. 

And still thy healthful hue, thy buoyant mirth 
Gladden thy mother's anxious heart : 
Oh ! couldst thou ever be what now thou art ! 

But vain the wish and wild ! 

The stroke of suffering or of wo 
Must reach the mother through the child : 

And thou, unconscious babe ! thou too must know 
The general doom — thou too must share 
Man's common heritage of toil and care. 

Dear as thou art, and dear 

As to thy father's heart and mine 
Thou ever must be, yet the tear 

From which we cannot shield, may soon be thine ; 
And pain on that sweet open brow 
May set a seal, though all is sportive now. 
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But oh ! thou loveliest flower ! 

Though blasts may bruise thy gentle stem, 
Or winter's bleak ungenial shower 

Weigh to the dust thy scarce expanding gem, 
Still b the root secure in earth, 
Still lives the promise of a brighter birth. 

Hence at thy natal hoiur, 

'Tis not the anxious mother's prayer 
That far from thee may fall the shower, 

The cloud sail o'er thee, and the tempest spare ; 
Or that thy life may glide away. 
Unmoved by cares, a cloudless summer day. 

The path to heavenly light 

Through darkness leads ; a wreath divine 
Succeeds the struggle and the strife. 

Oh, may that light, sweet babe! that vrreath be thine; 
And to the mother's prayer be given 
To hail her first-bom child an heir of Heaven ! 
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THE ANCHOR OF HOPE. 
Heb. VI. 19, 20. 

BEY. T. 6RINFIELD, 



That hope be mine ! that anchor of the soul, 
Steadfast and sure, howe'er life's billows roll ! 
Which, grappling fast its unseen ground, doth lie 
Deep in the ocean of eternity ! 
And binds us to that blest and boundless shore. 
Where the great Captain,* landed safe before^ 
Now waits to welcome home each wave-worn bark : 
— Oh ! be that hope my anchor, Heaven my mark ! 



• Heb. ii 10 
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THE POOL OF BETHESDA. 



BERNARD BARTON. 



Around Bethesda's healing wave. 
Waiting to hear the rustling wing, 

Wliieh spoke the angel nigh, who gave 
Its virtues to that holy spring — 

With earnest, fix'd solicitude. 

Were seen the afflicted multitude. 

Among them there was one, whose eye 
Had often seen the waters stirr'd ; 

Whose heart had often heaved the sigh. 
The bitter sigh, of hope deferred ; 

Beholding, while he suffered on. 

The healing virtue given, and gone. 

No power had he ; no friendly aid 
To him its timely succour brought ; 

But, while his coming he delayed. 
Another won the boon he sought ; 

Until the Saviour's love was shown, 

Which heal'd him by a word alone ! 



POETIC PRISM. 369 

Had they who watch'd and waited there 
Been conscious who was passing by, 

With what unceasing, anxious care 

Would they have sought his pitying eye ! 

And craved with fervency of soul. 

His sovereign power to make them whole. 

But habit and tradition sway'd 

Their minds to trust to sense alone ; 

They only sought the angel's aid. 

While in their presence stood, unknown, 

A greater, mightier far than he. 

With power from every pain to free. 

Bethesda's pool has lost its power ! 

No angel, by his glad descent 
Dispenses that diviner dower 

Which with its healing waters went ; 
But He whose word surpass'd its wave 
Is still omnipotent to save. 

And what that fountain once was found 

Religion's outward forms remain, 
With living virtue only crown'd 

While their first freshness they retain ; 
Only replete with power to cure 
When, Spirit-stirr'd, their source is pure ! 

Yet are there who this truth confess. 

Who know how little forms avail. 
But whose protracted helplessness 

Confirms the impotent's sad tale ; 
Who, day by day, and year by year. 
As emblems of his lot appear. 
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They hear the sounds of life and loTe, 
Which tell the visitant is nigh ; 

They see the troubled waters move, 
Whose touch alone might life supply ; 

But weak of faith, infirm of will, 

Are powerless, helpless, hopeless still ! 

Saviour ! Thy word is still the same 
As when that healing word was spoke ; 

Still in thine all-redeeming name 

Dwells power to burst the strongest yoke ; 

Oh, be that power, that love displayed ! 

Help those whom Thou alone canst aid ! 
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TO A FRIEND ENTERING THE MINISTRY. 



REV. R. C. TRENCH. 



High thoughts at first and visions high 
Are ours of easy victory ; 
The word we bear seems so divine. 
So framed for Adam's guilty line, 

That none, unto ourselves we say, 
Of all his sinning suffering race, 
Will hear that word so full of grace, 

And coldly turn away. 

But soon a sadder mood comes round : 
High hopes have fallen to the ground. 
And the ambassadors of peace 
Go weeping that men will not cease 

To strive with he^en ; they weep and mourn 
That suffering men will not be blest, 
That weary men refuse to rest, 

And wanderers to return. 

Well is it, if has not ensued 
Another and a darker mood, 
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When all unfaithful thoughts have way. 
When we hang down our hands and say- 
Alas ! it is a weary pain 
To seek with toil and fruitless strife 
To chafe the numb'd limbs into life 
That will not live again ! 

Then, if spring odours on the wind 
Float by, they bring into our mind. 
That it were wiser done to give 
Our hearts to nature, and to live 

For her — or, in the student's bower, 
To search into her hidden things. 
And seek in books the wondrous springs 

Of knowledge and of power ! 

Or if we dare not thus draw back. 
Yet oh ! to shun the crowded track 
And the rude throng of men ! to dwell 
In hermitage or lonely cell. 

Feeding all longings that aspire 
Like incense heavenward, and with care 
And lonely vigil nursing there 

Faith's solitary pyre ! 

Oh, let us not this thought allow ! 
The heat, the dust upon our brow. 
Signs of the contest, we may wear ; 
Yet thus we shall appear more fair 

In our Almighty Master's eye. 
Than if, in fear to lose the bloom. 
Or ruffle the soul's lightest plume, 

We from the strife should fly. 
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And for the rest, in weariness, 

In disappointment or distress, 

When strength decays, or hope grows dim, 

We ever may recur to Him, 

Who has the golden oil divine 
Wherewith to feed our failing urns, 
Who watches every lamp that burns 

Before His sacred shrine ! 
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(tf^rigiiTsI.) 
ISAIAH XXVI. 9. 



A. B. C. 



On ! with my soul have I desired thee, 

Desired thee in the night ! 
I've watch'd for thy bright smile more earnestly 

Than for the morning light ! 

Yea ! with my spirit will I early seek 

Thy face whose light is joy ; 
Ere yet the day-star on mine eyelids break, 

Thou shalt my thought employ. 

Sumless and precious are Thy thoughts to me ; 

Thy hand is 'neath my head ; 
And oh, how peaceful rests my soul on Thee, 

Thou sufferer in my stead ! 

To Thee, to the remembrance of thy name 

My soul goes forth in love ! 
That love from Thy renewing Spirit came. 

And soars to fix above. 
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When I remember Thee upon my bed, 

In watches of the night, 
I feel Thy cloudless eye bend o'er my head. 

And all within grows bright ! 

Oh, my Beloved ! let me never say— - 

" I sought, but found Him not ! " 
Turn thou until the shadows flee away, 

To bless my earthly lot ! 
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THE ASPEK 



MORAL OP FLOWERS. 



Daylight is closing — ^but the west 
Still with the pomp of sunset glows, 

And crimson cloud on mountain's breast. 
And tower, and spire, its radiance throws ; 

While one by one in eastern skies 

" The stars which usher evening rise/' 

How deep, how holy is the calm ! 

Each sound seems hush'd by magic spell, 
As if sweet peace her honied balm 

Blent with each dewdrop as it fell : 
Would that the cares which man pursue 
A pause like this of nature knew ! 

Yet in this deep tranquillity. 

When e'en the thistle's down is still. 

Trembles yon towering aspen-tree. 
Like one whose by-gone deeds of ill 

At hush of night before him sweep. 

To scare his dreams and " murder sleep ! " 
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Far off in Highland wilds, 'tis said 
(But truth now laughs at fancy's lore) 

That of this tree the cross waa made 
Which erst the Lord of Glory bore ; 

And of that deed its leaves confess, 

E'er since, a troubled consciousness. 

We boast of clearer light ; — ^but say, 

Hath science in her lofty pride, 
For every legend swept away, 

Some better, holier truth supplied ? 
What hath she to the wanderer given 
To help him on his road to Heaven ? 

Say, who hath gazed upon this tree 
With that strange legend in his mind, 

But inward tum'd his eye to see 
If answering feeling he could find — 

A trembling for that guilt which gave 

His Saviour to the cross and grave ? 

And who such glance did inward bend, 

But scorn'd the apathy and pride, 
Which makes him slight that more than friend 

For Him who bled, for Him who died ; 
Nor pray'd his callous heart might prove 
What 'tis to tremble, weep, and love ? 



q2 
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STANZAS. 



SAMDEL M. WARING. 



Peace, peace ! swelling trump that repeatest 

The praises to victory given ! 
Let the harp with the chords that are sweetest 

Sound softly — the banner of heaven ! 
Oh, bring forth the cross-bearing banner ! 

The banner ! the banner of heaven ! 

Never blood of the vanquished imbrued it — 
Those drops from the Victor did flow ; 

And the tears that alone have bedew'd it 
Were shed o'er the wounds of a foe : 

There is victory dwells in the banner 
Of the leader that bled for his foe. 

Yon standard inwoven with flowers 

From the groves where sages have trod, 

And from Paradise too — how it towers ! 
'Tis all, save the banner of God. 

Oh, give us the banner ! — the banner ! 
Bring forth the true banner of God t 
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Whence came that fierce zeal that is glowing — 
That would call down the flame from above ? 

Proud spirits their missiles are throwing ; — 
Ah, where is the banner of love ? 

The banner ! — oh, bring forth the banner ! 
Bring forth the mild banner of love ! 

There are songs that break forth at its beamings 
As of warblers when dawning is bright ; 

And hark ! lo, the night-bird is screaming. 
As he flies from the banner of light. 

'Tis holiness beams from the banner ; 
It breathes roui^d the banner of light. 

Hurl it not where the trampler hath found it ! 

Serene to the breeze be it given ; 
And soft airs shall whisper around it — 

" This sure is the banner of Heaven ! " 
Unfurl then — unfurl all the banner I 

Every fold — ^'tis the banner of Heaven ! 
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" PEACE BE UNTO YOU/ 



M. ▲. 8. 



Peace is a sweet and sacred calnr 

That earth can ne'er impart, 
A soothing and celestial balm 
To heal the wounded heart ; 
It is an angel sent from heaven, 
An earnest by the Almighty given 
Of happiness beyond the sky — 
Eternal, infinite, and high. 

It is not loud tumultuous joy, 
Nor wild and transient mirth ; 

Alas ! these beam but to destroy — 
False meteors sprung from earth ; 

It is a deep and silent feeling. 

Its holy origin revealing 

By heavenward hope, by fervent love 

To man below, to God above. 

Peace was the song by angels sung, 
By wondering shepherds heard. 

When heaven with highest praises rung 
And Christ on earth appeared ; 
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. His mission o'er, and parting near, 
To chase away dismay and fear, 
To smoothe the passage to the grave, 
Peace was the gift the Saviour gave. 

And oh ! how sad this nether sphere, 

A wilderness of pain. 
Without sweet peace to comfort here, 

And point where pleasures reign — 
The bud that tells the spring is nigh. 
The star that cheers the seaman's eye. 
The streak of light when all is gray, 
A herald of approaching day. 

And like the orb that rules the night, 

And smiles on man below. 
Peace gently sheds her soothing light 

In sickness and in wo : 
Though earthly clouds may intervene 
To dim the splendour of the scene. 
They rise not to her heavenly sphere — 
Her beam, though veil'd, is bright and clear. 

And fatal were unclouded peace ! 

This world is not our rest — 
The mortal warfare must not cease 

While sin's within the breast : 
Its chain around the heart is bound. 
And oft we hear its thrilling sound. 
E'en while the spirit seeks to prove 
The joys of faith, and hope, and love. 
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I 



LIFE'S EVENINa. 



MRS SIGOUBNET. 



*' Abide with us, for it is novr evening, and the day is fiu- spent. 



The bright and blooming mom of youth 

Hath faded from the sky, 
And many a cherish'd bud of hope 
Is withered, sere, and dry — 
I O Thou whose being hath no end, 

I Whose years can ne'er decay, 

Whose strength and wisdom are our trust, 
i Abide with us, we pray ! 



Behold the noonday sun of life 

Doth seek its western bound. 
And fast the lengthening shadows cast 

A heavier gloom around ; 
And all the glow-worm lamps are dead, 

That, kindling round our way. 
Gave fickle promises of joy — 

Abide with us, we pray ! 
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Dim eve draws on ; and many a friend 

Our early path that bless'd, 
Wrapp'd in the cerements of the tomb, 

Have laid them down to rest ; 
But Thou, the everlasting friend ! 

Whose Spirit's glorious ray 
Can gild the dreary vale of death, 

Abide with us, we pray ! 



384 



posnc PBux. 



WINTER SKETCH. 

BLOOM AND BUGHT. 



DELTA. 



The scene is desolate and bleak ; 
Dim clouds, presaging tempest, streak 

The waning fields of air ; 
In sombre shade the valleys lie. 
And January breezes sigh 

Through leafless forests bare ; 
The rank grass rustles by the stone. 
With danky lichens overgrown. 

The drooping cattle cower below. 
While on the beech's topmost bough 

The croaking raven sits ; 
The tumult of the torrent's roar, 
That, rain-swoln, rushes to the shore, 

Is heard and lost by fits 

Now with a voice o erpowering aU, 
Now sinking in a dying fall ! 
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How vanishes our time away ! 
'Tis like the circuit of a day 

Since last, with devious feet, 
This lone, sequester'd path I trod ; 
The blooming wild-flowers gemm'd the sod, 

And made the breezes sweet ! 
The hues of earth, the tints of sky, 
Were rapture to the heart and eye ! 

I listened to the linnet's song; 
I heard the lyric lark prolong 

Her heart-exulting note. 
When, far removed from mortal sight, 
She, soaring to the source of light, 

Her way through cloudland sought ; 
And from etherial depths above, 
Seem'd hymning earth with strains of love ! 

The wild rose, arch'd in artless bower, 
The purpling thyme, the heather flower, 

The whin in golden bloom. 
Smiled forth upon the shining day. 
As if they joy'd in their array 

Of beauty and perfume ; 
And from the heart of every grove. 
Was heard th<3 cushat's coo of love ! 

And now I listen to the breeze, 

That whistles through the leafless trees. 

And to the pattering rain ; 
Down roars the stream with foamy surge. 
And from the marsh the curlew's dirge 

Comes wailing o'er the plain : 

B 
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Well may such alter'd scene inqiart 
A moral to the thinkiDg heart ! 

In youth, ah ! little do we think 
How near the torrent's crumbling brink 

The flowers of pleasure grow ; 
How fickle Fortune's gale ; how far 
From gleam of Duty's guiding star. 

Life's bark may sail below ; 
What chance and change man's fate may brave 
Betwixt the cradle and the grave! 



Change is impress'd on all we i 

The budding, blooming, blighted tree ; 

The brightening, waning sky ; 
The sun that rises but to set ; 
Health with its glowing coronet — 

Disease with sunken eye ; 
And childhood passing, stage by stag^ 
Through manhood to decrepid age ! 

What read we thence ? That not for us 
In vain Creation preacheth thus, 

By growth and by decay ! 
That man should liffc his mental eye 
Beyond earth's frail mortality, 

And in the endless day 
Of heaven behold a light displayed, 
To which otif sunshine is like shade I 
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(iBxijsfxutt) 
TO MB DUEINa HIS WIFE'S ILLNESS. 



EMMELINE DBUMMOKD. 



Hope on ! beloved friend, hope on ! 

For there is One above 
Who knows each grief, who counts each tear, 

Whose chcMTocter is love. 

Hope on ! although to prove your faith, 

This trial still is given. 
It is to raise your thoughts on high. 

To centre them in heaven. 

Hope on ! for many faithfiil friends. 

Before the throne of grace, 
Daily for your dear suffering one 

Entreat the Father's face. 

She still is kept in perfect peace, 

Her mind is stay'd on God ; 
Her confidence is firmly fix'd 

On His unfailing word. 



388 POBTIO PBI8M. 

So may you bend your will to Hia, 
Though still the rod may smite. 

And wait to know the reatcn why, 
Till faith is lost in sight 

Hope on! He yet may raise her up; 

Trust in His gracious will ; — 
Whether this be for life or death. 

It i^t be mercy still. 
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LINES SUGGESTED BY THE YIEW 

OF THE ALPS AT SUNRISE FBOM THE BiaHI, ON THE BOBDBBB 
OF THE LAKE OF LUCEBNB. 



BEY. TQOMAS E. HANKIXSON. 



O God ! upon the mountains, in the calm 
And beauty of the moming> where each sound 

Seems like the accents of a holy psalm 

Swept from the lyre of Nature, and the ground 
Offers its matin incense wide around, — 

O God ! upon the mountains is there one 
Whose heart receives not, like yon lake profound, 

The imaged beauty, — sends not back a tone 
With nature's solemn voice in gentlest unison ? 

Thy mighty presence is around us, — ^felt 
Not in its terrors, earthquake, storm and fire, 

But sights and sounds of harmony, that melt 
Into the spirit's depths, 'till each desire 
Rises to Thee, as yonder clouds aspire 

To the huge mountains' summits, from below 
Issuing in mist and dampness, — ^but as higher 

They dimb the everlasting peaks of snow, 
Touch'd with the hues of heaven, and melting in its glow. 
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And there ye stand, majestic Alps I which never 

By foot of man were trod, — ^ye stand, and smile 
In calm derision at his weak endeavour 

To touch the confines of each sky-girt isle ; 

Tis well ! albeit his chainless soul the while 
Can make your peaks her stepping-stones to climb 

Heights that look down upon your giant pile. 
Where she shall rest immortally sublime, 
When ye have crumbled down amid the wrecks of time. 
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(#tijg[iiC8l.) 
PRAY WITHOUT CEASING. 

ADDBES8ED TO ▲ LXTTLB VJBPBllT. 
E. L. SHORTBIDGE. 



To God the Father humbly raise 

Thine earliest voice in prayer and praise — 

He hears what children say ; 
For though His throne is far above 
This sinful world, yet " God is love ;'* — 

Then to the Father pray. 

To God the Son, the Saviour, go. 
Whose death redeems the soul from wo — 

He sendeth none away ; 
Through Christ alone the sinner lives. 
And sweet the peace which Jesus gives ; — 

l^en to the Saviour pray. 
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To God the Spirit bend the knee. 
That thou the glorious light may'st see 

That leads to perfect day ; 
If thou would'st walk in early youth 
The path of holiness and truth. 

Then to the Spirit pray. 

Tes ! seek, my child, Jehovah's face, 
Andy kept by his Almighty grace, 

Thou wilt not go astray ; 
For in temptation's darkest hour. 
The Lord will be thy refuge tower ; — 

Then never cease to pray. 
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ON A FUNERAL. 



BISHOP HEBBB. 



Beneath our feet and o'er our head 

Is equal warning given ; 
Beneath us lie the countless dead. 

Above us is the Heaven ! 

Their names are graven on the stone. 
Their bones are in the clay ; • 

And ere another day is done. 
Ourselves may be as they. 

Death rides on every passing breeze. 
He lurks in every flower ; 

Each season has its own disease. 
Its peril every hour ! 

Our eyes have seen the rosy light 
Of youth's soft cheek decay, 

And Eate descend in sudden night 
On manhood's middle day. 
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Our eyes have Been the steps of age 
Halt feebly towards the tomb ; 

And yet shall earth our hearts engage^ 
And dreams of days to come ? 

Tum^ mortal, turn ! thy danger know ! 

Where'er thy foot ean tread. 
The earth rings hollow firom below, 

And warns thee of her dead ! 

Turn, Christian, turn ! thy soul apply 
To truths divinely given ; 

The bones that underneath thee lie 
Shall live for Hell or Heaven ! 



jpownc PRISM. 3&5 



ON A PICTUEE OP A GIBL LEADING HER 
BUND MOTHER THROUGH A WOOD- 

N. P, WILLIS. 



The green leaves as we pass 
Lay their light fbngers an tkee unaware. 
And by thy side the hazels cluster fair. 

And the low forest grass 
Grows green and silken where the wood-paths wind ;- 
Alas ! for thee, sweet mother ! thou art blind ! 

And nature is all bright. 
And the faint gray and crimson of the dawn. 
Like folded curtains from the day are drawn ; 

And evening's purple light 
Quivers in tremulous softness on the sky ; — 
Alas ! sweet mother ! for thy clouded eye ! 

The moon's new silver shell 
Trembles above thee, and the stars float up 
In the blue air, and the rich tulip's cup 

Is pencill'd passing well. 
And the swift birds on glorious pinions flee ; — 
Alas I sweet mother ! that thou canst not see ! 
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And the kmd looka of friends 
Penue the sad expression in thy &ce ; 
And the chUd stops amid his bounding race. 

And the tall stripling bends 
Low to thine ear with duty nnforgot; — 
Alas ! sweet mother ! that thou seest them not 

But thou canst hear! and love 
May richly on a human tone be pour'd. 
And the least cadence of a whispered word 

A daughter's love may prove ; 
And while I speak^ thou knowest if I smile. 
Albeit thou canst not see my face the while ! 

Yee, thou canst hear ! and He 
Who on thy sightless eye its darkness hung, 
To the attentive ear, like harps, hath strung 

Heaven, and earth, and sea I 
And 'tis a lesson in our hearts to .know,^ , . 
With bixt one sense the soul may oeerfiow ! 
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(©riginal.) 
« mS NAME IS AS OINTMENT POURED FOBTH." 



A. R. C. 



How shall I find a name 

Expressive of my Saviour's grace ? 

How may I spread His fame. 

And all the brightness of His glory trace ? 

All images are dim — 

All titles, cold, for Him 

Who beams the light of Godhead from His face. 

* He is a Rock of Strength ! '— 

I trust Him ! — ^hell shall not prevail : 

The victory at length 

My soul shall gain, whatever foes assaiL 

None have His word believed 

And found their trust deceived. 

Or known the ground of their assurance fail. 

' He is a hiding-place! ' — 

He draws me to His wounded side ! 

I feel His strong embrace ; 
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He bids me cower beneath His mantle wide. 

Distance and fear are o'er^ 

My glad soul asks no more 

Than in such love for ever to abide ! 

' He is the Son of Man !' 

Oh, kindly sound for human hearts ! 

When I His glory scan, 

This thought relief to my awed soul imparts — 

" He will not chide severe 

When flows the natural tear ; 

He wears my nature, and has felt its smarts ! " 

' He is a bruised rose ! * 

His sweetness fills the Courts above ; 

And o'er sick hearts he throws 

The quickening fragrance of Hss dying love ! 

'Tis aye the lowliest bower 

Inviteth Sharon's flower ; 

Mine be a heart my Saviour sfaafl 4q>prave ! 

^ He is a lily fair,' — 

All glory and huBaility ; 

Where'er the breath of prayer, 

Meek adoration, and the contrite agh, 

Go up from spirits meek. 

There doth the Holiest seek 

His rest, though dwelling in eternity ! 

^ He is a tree of life ! ' 

His fruits are pleasant to the taste, 

His leaves with healing rife — 

His shadow welcome 'mid the burning waste. 
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Sweet is the noontide rest> 
The leaning on His breast. 
While down time's sky the fires of trial haste. 

* He is the Morning Star ! ' 

How lovely doth Bis dawning seem ! 

Not now so dim and far 

Aa when mine eye first caught the blessed beam. 

My glory now is near, 

For He must soon appear 

From whom my soul's eternal light shall stream ! 

' He is my God of hope ! ' 

The thought of His return is sweet ! 

How fair that mom will c3Fpe, 

When saints go forth their coming Lord to meet ! 

Oh ! what a mingled flame 

Of love, and joy, and isfaame 

Will swell my heart when His advance I greet ! 

All this He is to me. 

And more than language can reveal; 

Much more He yet shall be 

When heaven's long age His riches shall unseal. 

Let hope to share His reign 

Soothe every present pain. 

And be the spring of every joy I fed t 
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KNOWLEDGE. 



MBS ABDT. 



"Where ia the wife? where if the scribe? where is the disputer of 

this world? hath not God nude toolish ^he wisdom of this world?" 

1 Corinth, i. 80. 



Knowledge ! thou idol that in youth I sought. 
Yielding my spirit to thy potent spell. 

Giving to thee my bloom of heart and thought. 
And loving thee, * not wisely, but too well ;* 

111 were my love and faith repaid by thee—* 

A bane, a bitter bane^ thou wert to me ! 

Have I not woo'd thee by the waning light. 
Climbing with patient pain thy rugged way ; 

Yet when I breathless gain'd the wish'd-for height^ 
Beheld up-rising hills my toil repay ? 

Fainting, I paused — ^repress'd the burning tear, 

Then rush'd unquaiHng on my new career. 

And how in sickness would I wail and grieve. 
To think thy gifts could profit not the dead ! 
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I dwelt on all the treasures I must leave. 
On languages unstudied, books unread, 
Countries unvisited, arts unattain'd, 
Problems unsolved, and sciences ungain'd. 

But God has touch'd my heart with holier feelings : 
Knowledge ! I love thee with a chasten'd love, 

And hold the proudest wealth of thy revealings 
Poor to that sacred wisdom from above. 

Which teUs the humbled sinner how to win 

Peace, pardon, and rodemption for his sin* 

Nor need we tow'ring intellect to learn 
The lessons taught in revelation's page : 

The simple peasant can those truths discern 
As clearly as the poet or the sage ; 

God to no lettered band confines his call — 

His mercy and his grace extend to all. 

And when Death comes upon his awful mission, 
We need not fear such knowledge to forego ; 

Since we shall reap in heaven the fiill fruition 
Of all our humbly cherish'd hopes below, — . 

Faith on the " things imseen " reposes here. 

And greets their glories in a happier sphere. 

Knowledge ! at length I view thee as thou art — 

Beligion's handmaid ; I can still allow 
Thy power to cham^ and dazzle ; but my heart 

Bests firmly on the Bock of Ages now ; 
Nor pants proud 'scientific lore to scan. 
Content to know that Jesus died for man« 
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ADORATION. 

BOBERT KATE GBEVILIiE. 



O God ! we come before Thee 

Oppress'd with doubts and fears ; 
We cease not to adore Thee, 

With many sighs and tears : 
But Thou canst comfort send us— 

Oh, bid our flears depart ! 
And joy, if thou belH^d us. 

Shall reign in every heart. 

The gold of earthly treasure 

We count it all as dross — 
The sum of earthly pleasure 

As vanity and loss : 
On Thee, God ! depending, 

We seek a nobler prize, 
A bright and never-ending 

Beward beyond the skies. 

To Thy own holy mountain 

Oh, let us then press on ! 
And drink we at the fountain 

Of life in Thy dear Sotl. 
Oh, may we all things selling, 

Obtain one pearl above, 
And reach that happy dwelling 

Of everlasting love ! 
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THE DIFFUSION OF THE aOSPEL. 



MABBIOTT. 



Thou whose almighty word 
Chaos and darkness heard, 

And took their flight ; 
Hear ns, we humbly pray. 
And where the gospel-day 
Sheds not its glorious ray, 

"Let there be light r 

Thou who didst come to bring 
On thy redeeming wing 

Healing and sight ; 
Health to the sick in mind, 
Light to the inly blind, 
Oh, now to all mankind 

"Let there be Ught!" 

Spirit of truth and love, 
Life-giving holy Dove, 

Speed forth thy flight ; 
Move on the waters' face, 
Bearing the lamp of grace, 
And in earth's darkest place, 

"Let there be Hghtr 
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Blessed and glorious Three, 
Glorious Trinity, 

Wisdom, love, might ! 
Boundless as ocean's tide, 
Boiling in fullest pride. 
Through the earth, far and wide, 

" Let there be light !" 
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